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Enter  Jago  and  Roderigo.  * 

Kod.       I  -^Ufli  j  Never  tell  me,  I  take  it  much  unkindly 
I      That  thou  who  haft  had  my  Purfe, 
I      As  if  the  ftrings  were  thine,  fliouldft  know  of  this, 
J^g'  But  you'l  not  hear  me, 
If  ever  I  did  dream  of  fuch  a  matter,  abhor  me. 

Rod.  Thou  toldft  me,  thou  didft  hold  him  in  thy  hate. 

Jag.  Defpife  me  if  I  do  not :  three  great  ones  of  the  City 
In  perfonal  fuit  to  make  me  his  Lievtenant, 
Oft  capt  to  him,  and  by  the  faith  of  man, 
I  know  my  price,  lam  worth  no  worfe  a  place. 
But  he,  as  loving  his  own  pride  ard  purpofes, 
Evades  them,  with  a  bumbaft  circumftance, 
Horribly  ftuft withEpithitesof  war: 
Non-fuitsmy  Mediators:  foxCertes^  (fays he) 
I  have  already  chofe  my  Officer,  and  what  was  he  ? 
Forfooth,agreat  Arithmetician, 
One  Michael  Cafto,  a  Florentine, 
A  fellow  almoft  damn'd  in  a  fair  wife. 
That  never  fet  a  fquadron  in  the  field. 
Nor  thcdivifion  of  a  battle  knows. 
More  than  a  Spinfter,  unlefs  the  bookifti  Theorique, 
Wherein  the  tongued  Confuls  can  propofe 
As  mafterly  as  he ;  meere  pratle  without  praftice, 
Is  all  his  Souldier-(hip;  but  he  Sir  had  the  ele<9ion, 
And  I,  of  whom  his  eyes  had  fecn  the  proofe, 
At  Rhodes,  at  Cipres,  and  on  other  grounds, 
Chriftn'd  and  Heathen,  muft  be  bi-Ieed  and  calm'd, 
By  Debitor  and  Creditor,  this  Counter-Cafter  : 
He  fin  good  timej  muft  his  Leivtenant  be, 
And  I  Sir  (blefs  the  mark)  his  Moorcftiips  Ancient. 
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Koct.  By  heaven  I  rather  would  have  been  his  hangman, 

Jag,  Bur  there's  no  remedy, 
'Tis  the  curfe  of  fervicc, 
Pieteriinent  goes  by  letter  and^  affedliony 
Not  by  the  old  gradation^  where  each  fecondi 
Stood  heir  to  tiie  hrfr : 
Now  Sir  be  jud^eyour  fetf, 
Whether  I,  in  any  jult  tearn:i  am  affin'd' 
To  love  the  Moore  ^ 

Rod;  I  would  not  follow  him  then. 

J^g.  O  Sir,  content  you, 
I  follow  him  tofervemy  turn  upon  him,. 
We  cannot  ail  be  Malkrs,nor  all  Malkrs 
Cannot  be  truly  followed,  you  (hall  mark 
Many  a  dutious  knee-crooking  knave, 
That  (doting  on  his  own  obfequious  bondage) 
Wears  out  his  time  much  like  his  Mafters  AfTe, 
For  nought  but  provender,  and  wlien  he's  old  cafhiet'di. 
Whip  me  fuch  honed  knaves,: 
Others  there,  are, 

W^ho  trim'd  in  t^brms  and  vifTages  of  duty, 

Keep  yet  their  hearts,  attending  on  themfelves. 

And  throwing  but  (hew^  of  fervice  on  their  Lordsj, 

Doe  well  thrive  by  'em, 

And  when  they  have  lin'd  their  coats, 

Do  themfelves  homage, 

Thofe  fellows  have  fomc  foulj 

And  fuch  a  one  do  I  profefs  my  felf,  for-Sk.. 

Ix  is  as  fure  as  you  are  V^oderigo^ 


Were  I-the  Moore,  I  wo-uld  not  be  Jaga  ; 
111  following  him,  I  follow  but  my TelL. 
Heaven  is  my  judge,  not  I , 

For  k)ve  and  duty, but  fceming  To, for  my  peculiar,  end.: 
For  when  my  outward  adiondoth  demonflrats. 
The  native  adt,  and  figure  of  my  heart, 
In  complement  externe,  'tis  not  long  after. 
But  1  will  wear  my  heart  uponmy  llceve, 
ForDaws  topeck  at, 
i  am  not  what  I  am. 

Kod.  What  a  full  fortune  dpj^s  the  thitklips  owc^. 
If  he  can  carry't  thus? 

Jag.  Call  upher-father, 
Kowfehim,  make  after  him^  poyfon  his  delight^.. 
Proclaim  him  in  the  ftrect,  infence  her  Kinlmen^ 
And  tho  he  in  a  fertile  clirhate  dw.ell> 
Plague  him  with  flyes :  tho  thathis  joy  be  Joy^ 
Y.etrthrowTuch  changes  of  vexation  out^. 
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As  it  may  lofe  fome  colour. 

Rod.  Here  is  her  fathers  houfe.  He  call  aloud. 

Jag,  Do  with  like  timerous  accent,  and  dire  yell. 
As  when  by  night  and  negHgence,  the  fire 
Is  fpied  in  populous  Cities. 

Rod,  What  ho,  Brabanth^  Signior  Brahantio^  ho, 

Jag,  Awake,  what  ho,  Brabanth^ 
Thieves,  thieves,  thieves  : 

Look  to  your  houfe,  your  Daughter,  and  your  Bags, 
Thieves,  thieves. 

Bra  bant  io  at  a  windorp. 

Bra.  What  is  the  reafon  of  this  terrible  fummons  ^ 
What  is  the  matter  there  ? 

Rod.  Signior  is  all  your  family  within  ? 

Jag.  Are  your  doors  lockt  ? 

Bra.  Why,  wherefore  ask  you  this 

Jag,  Sir  you  are  rob'd,  for  fhame  put  oh  your  gown, 
Your  heart  is  bur/1,  you  have  lofi'half  your  foul  i 
Even  now,  very  now,  an  old  black  Ram 
Is  tupping  your  white  Ewe  y  arife,  arife, 
Awake  the  fnorting  Citizens  with  the  bdl, 
Or  clfethe  Devil  will  make  a  GrandGre  of  you,  arife  1  fay. 

Bra.  What^  have  you  loft  your  wits  ^ 

Rod,  Moft  reverend  Signior,  do  you  know  my  voice  ? 

Bra.  Not  I,  what  are  you  f* 

Rod.  My  name  is  Roderigo. 

Bra,  The  worfe  welcome, 
I  have  charg'd  thee  not  to  haunt  about  my  doors, 
In  honeft  plainnefs,  thou  haft  heard  me  fay 
My  daughter  is  not  for  thee,  and  now  in  madnefs. 
Being  full  of  fupper,  and  diftempering  draughts. 
Upon  malicious  bravery,  daft  thou  come 
To  ftartmy  quiet  ? 

Rod.  Sir,  fir,  iir. 

Bra.  But  thou  muft  needs  be  fure 
My  fpirit  and  my  place  have  in  them  power. 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 

Rod,  Patience  good  Sir. 

Bra.  What,  teirft  thou  me  of  robbing  ?  this  is  Venice^ 
My  houfe  is  not  a  graunge. 

Rod,  Moft  grave  Brabantio^ 
In  fimple  and  pure  foul  1  come  to  you. 

Jag.  Sir  you  arc  one  of  thofe,  that  will  not  fcrvc  God,  if  the  Devil  bid 
you.  Becauie  we  come  to  do  you  fcrvice,  you  think  we  arc  Pvuftians, 
you'lhave  your  daughter  covered  with  a  Barbary  horfe  \  you'l  have  your  Ne- 
phews nigh  to  you  i,  you'l  have  Courfcrs  for  Coufens,andGenncts  (oi  Germans. 

Bra.  Whatprophane  wretch  art  thou? 
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Jag.  I  am  one  Sir,  that  come  to  tell  you,  your  Daughter,  and  the  Moore,  a le 
row  making  theBeaft  with  two  backs. 
Bra.  Thou  art  a  villain. 
Jag.  You  are  a  Senator. 

Bra.  This  thou  fhalt  anfwer,  1  know  thQC  Roderigo, 

Rod,  Sir,  I  will  anfwer  any  thing:  But  I  bcfeech  you^ 
I^'t  be  your  pleafure,  and  molt  wife  confent, 
(As  partly  I  Hnd  it  is)  that  your  fair  daughter 
At  this  odd  even,  and  dull  watch  oth'night, 
Tranfported  with  no  worfe  nor  better  guard 
But  with  a  knave  of  common  hire,  a  Gundelkr^ 
To  the  grofs  clafps  of  a  lafcivious  Moor  : 
If  this  be  known  to  you  and  your  allowance, 
We  then  have  done  you  bold  and  ^awcy  wrongs? 
But  if  you  know  not  this,  my  manners  tell  me. 
We  have  your  wrong  rebuke  :  Do  not  believe 
That  from  the  fenfe  of  all  civility, 
I  thus  would  play  and  trifle  with  your  Reverence^ 
Your  daughter  (  if  you  have  not  given  her  leave, 
I  fay  again)  hath  made  a  grofs  revolt. 
Tying  her  duty,  beauty,  wit  an  i  fortunes. 
In  an  extravagant  and  wheeling  Granger, 
Of  here,  and  every  where :  Straight  fatisiie  your  felf  i 
If  flie  be  in  her  Chamber,  or  your  houfe. 
Let  loofe  on  me  the  pliice  of  the  State, 
For  thus  deluding  you. 

Bra.  Strike  on  the  tinder.  Ho: 
Give  me  a  tapes,  call  up  all  my  people  : 
This  accident  is  rot  unlike  my  dream,^ 
beJeef  of  it  opprelTes  me  already  : 
Light  I  fay,  light. 

Jag.  Farewell,  for  I  muft  leave  you, 
It  feems  not  meet,  nor  wholfom  to  my  place^ 
To  dc  produced  (as  if  I  ftay  I  fhall,) 
Againftthe  Moore,  fori  do  know  the  ftate, 
(How  ever  this  may  gaul  him  with  fome  check) 
Cannot  with  fafety  caft  him,  for  he's  imbark'd, 
With  fuch  loud  rcafon,  to  the  Cipres  wars, 
(Which  even  now  ftands  in  z&)  that  for  their  fouls, 
Another  of  his  fathome,  they  have  none 
To  kad  their  bullnefs,  in  which  regard, 
Tho  I  do  hate  him,  as  I  do  hells  pains> 
Yet  for  necellity  of  prefent  life, 
I  muft  (hew  out  a  flag,  and  fign  of  love. 
Which  is  indeed  but  lign,  that  you  (hall  furely  find  him 
Lead  to  the  Sagitary  the  raifed  fcarch, 

And  there  will  I  be  with  him.    So  farewell  ^xiu 
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EnUT  Brabantio  in  his  Night-gon^ne^  andS  ervants 
mth  Torchc'f* 

Bra.  It  is  too  true  an  evil,  gone  (he  is, 
And  what's  to  come  of  my  dcfpifed  time, 
Is  nought  but  bitternefs  now  Koderigo^ 
Where  didft  thou  fee  her  ?  O  unhappy  girle! 
With  the  Moore  faift  thou  ?  who  would  be  a  father  > 
How  didrt  thou  know  'twas  fhe  ?  (O  (he  deceives  me 
Pafl:  thought,)  what  faid  (he  to  you }  get  more  tapers, 
Raife  all  my  kindred,  are  they  married  think  you  ? 

Kod,  Truly  I  think  they  are. 

Bra,  O  heaven,  how  got  (he  out  ?  O  treafon  of  the  blood  i 
Fathers  from  hence,  trull  not  your  daughters  minds. 
By  what  you  fee  them  ad :  is  there  not  charms, 
By  which  the  property  of  youth  and  manhood 
May  be  abus'd    have  you  not  read  Kodmgo^ 
Of  fome  fuch  thing. 

Rod.  Yes  Sir,  I  have  indeed. 

Bra,  Call  up  ray  Brother .  O  would  you  had  had  her, 
Some  one  way,  fome  another  \  do  you  know 
Where  we  may  apprehend  her  and  the  Moor  ? 

Rod,  I  thinki  candifcover  himif  you  pleafe 
To  get  good  guard,  and  go  along  with  me. 

Bra.  Pray  you  lead  on,  at  every  houfe  He  call, 
I  may  command  at  moft :  get  weapons  ho, 
And  raife  fome  fpecial  Officers  of  might : 
On  good  Kodtrigo^  He  deferve  your  pains  Exmnt» 

Enter  Othello,  Jago,  and  Attendants  noith  7'orches. 

Jag  Tho  in  the  trade  of  war,  1  have  flain  men, 
Yet  do  1  hold  it  very  fluff  o'th  confcience, 
To  do  no  contriv'd  murther  i  I  lack  iniquity 
Sometimes  to  do  me  fervice  :  nine  or  ten  times 
I  had  thought  to  have  jerk'd  him  here 
Under  the  ribs. 

0th,  Tis  better  as  it  is, 

Jag.  Nay,  butheprated. 
And  fpoke  fuch  fcurvy  and  provoking  terms 
Againd  your  honour,  that  with  the  little  godlinefs  I  have, 
I  did  full  hard  forbear  him :  but  I  pray  fir, 
Are  you  faft  married  ?  For  befureof  this. 
That  the  MagniHco  is  much  beloved, 
And  hath  in  his  effed,  a  voice  potential, 
As  double  as  the  Dukes,  he  will  divorce  you> 
Or  put  upon  you  what  reftraint,  and  gri(3vance, 
The  law  (with  all  his  might,  to  inforcc  it  on,) 
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Wc'I  give  hill"!  cable, 

Otb.  Let  him  do  his  fpite. 
My  fervices  which  I  have  done  the  Signiory, 
Shall  out  tongue  his-complaints, 'tis  yet  to  know. 
Which  when  I  know  that  boailingisan  honour, 
I  [hall  promulgate,  I  fetch  my  life  and  being 
From  men  of  royal  height,  and  my  demerrits. 
May  fpeak  unbonneted  as  proud  a  fortune 
As  this  that  I  have  reach'd  ,  for  know  Jago* 
But  that  I  love  the  gentle  Vefdemona^ 
I  would  not  my  unhoufed  free  condition, 
Put  intocicuumfcription  and  confine 

For  the  feas  worth,  Enter  Caffio  with  lights  Officers^  anl  Icrtheu 

But  look  what  lights  come  yonder  ? 

Jag.  Thefe  are  the  raifed  Father  and  his  friends, 
You  were  befr  go  in. 

Oih.  Not  T,  I  mulibe  found. 
My  parts,  my  Title,  and  my  perfed  foul, 
Shall  manifeft  my  right  by :  is  it  they  ? 

Jag,  Jami6  I  think  no. 

0th.  The  Servants  of  the  Duke,  and  my  Lieutenant  ? 
The  goodnefs  of  the  night  upon  you  (•friendsO 
What  is  the  news  ? 

,  Caf.  The  Duke  does  greet  you  ( General,) 
And  he  requires  your  halle^poft-hafte  appearance. 
Even  on  the  inftant. 

Otk  What's  the  matter  think  you  ? 

Caf»  Something  from  Cf^re/,  as  f  may  divine, 
It  isa  bufinefs  of  fome  heat,  the  Galleys 
Have  fent  a  dozen  fequent  mefTengers. 
This  very  night  one  at  anothers  heels  : 
And  many  of  theConfuls  rais'd  and  met. 
Are  at  the  Dukes  already  ,  you  have  been  hotly  calFd  for. 
When  being  not  at  your  lodging  to  be  found, 
The  Senate  fent  above  three  feveral  quefts 
To  fe arch  you  out. 

0th*  'Tis  well  I  am  found  by  you, 
I  will  bur  fpend  a  word  herein  the houfe,  and  go  withyou. 

Caf.  Ancient,  what  makes  he  here-? 

Ja.  Faith  he  to  night  hath  boarded  a  land  Carriadt, 
If  it  prove  lawful  prize,  he's  made  for  ever. 

Caf.  I  do  not  underltand. 

Ja,  He's  m^arried. 

Caf,  To  whom? 
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Enter  Erabantio,  Roderigo,  and  others  mtb  Lights 
and  Weapons, 

Ja.  Marry  to — Come  Captain,  will  you  go? 
0ih,  Ha' with  you. 

Caf.  Here  comes  another  troop  to  fcek  for -you. 

Ja,  It  is  Brabuntio^  General  be  advifd,. 
He  comes  to  bad  intent. 

0th.  Holla,  ftand  there. 

Rod.  Seignior  it  is  the  Moor.. 

Bra.  Down  with  him  thief. 

Jag.  You  Koierig'?,  come  Sir,  I  am  for  you. 

0th.  Keep  up  your  bright  fwords,for  the  dew  will  ruft  em, 
Good  Seignior  you  (hall  more  command  with  years 
Then  with  your  weapons. 

Bra.  O  thou  foul  thecf,  where  haft  thou  ftowed  my  daughter  ^ 
Damn'd  as  thou  art,  thou  haft  inchanted  her, 
For  He  refer  me  to  all  things  of  fenfe, 
df  (he  in  chains  of  magick  were  not  bound) 
Whether  a  maid  fo  tender,  fair  and  happy^ 
So  oppolite  to  marriage  that  ftie  ftiun'd 
The  wealthy  curled  darlings  of  our  Nation, 
Would  ever  have  (to  incur  a  general  mock) 
Run  from  her  gatdage  to  the  footy  bofome 
Gf  fuch  a  thing  as  thou  ?  to  fear  not  to  delight  ; 
Judge  me  the  world,  if 'tis  not  grofs  iafei^fe, 
That  thou  haft  praftis'd  on  her  with  foul  charms, 
Abus'd  her  delicate  youth  with  the  drugs  or  minerals, 
That  weakens  motion  :  He  have't  difputed  on  i 
Tis  portable  and  palpable  to  thinking ; 
I  therefore  apprehend  and  do  attach  thee. 
For  an  abufcr  of  the  world,  a  pradfifer 
Of  Arts  inhibited,  and  out  of  warrant. 
Lay  hold  upon  him,  if  he  do  refift, 
Subdue  him  at  his  peril. 

0th.  Hold  your  hands^ 
Both  you  of  my  inclining  and  the  reft  : 
Were  it  my  cue  to  hght,  1  Qiould  Irave  known  ie;  ^ 
Without  a  prompter,  where  will  you  that  1  go. 
To  anfwer  this  your  charge  ? 

Bra.  To  prifon,  till  Ht  time 
Gf  Law,  and  courfeof  Jired  Scflfion 
Call  thee  to  anfwer^ 

0th.  What  if  I  do  obey  > 
How  may  the  Duke  be  therewith  fatisficci, 
Whofe  Meffcngers  are  here  about  my  fide, 

Vpon 
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Upon  fome  prefent  bufinefs  of  the  State> 
To  bear  me  to  him. 

Officer,  Tis  true  mod  worthy  Seignior, 
The  Duke's  in  Council,  and  your  noble  felf, 
I  am  fu re  is  fen t  for. 

Bra,  How  ?  the  Duke  in  Council  ^ 
In  this  time  of  night  ?  bring  him  away , 
Mine's  not  an  idle  caufe :  the  Duke  himfelf, 
Or  any  of  my  Brothers  of  the  State, 
Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong,  as  'twere  their  own. 
For  if  fuch  Anions,  may  have  palTage  free, 

Bondflaves,  and  Pagans  (hall  our  Statefmen  be.  Exeunt, 

Enter  VuJ^  and  Senators^  fet  at  a  Table^  mth  lights 
and  Attendants* 

Dnk^.  There  is  no  compofition  in  thefe  news. 
That  gives  them  credit. 

1  Sena.  Indeed  they  are  difproportioned, 
My  letters  fay,  a  hundred  and  feven  Gallies> 

P//.  And  mine  a  hundred  and  f  )rty. 

2  Sen.  And  mine  two  hundred  : 

But  though  they  jump  not  on  a  juft  account, 
( As  in  thefe  cafes,  where  they  aim  reports, 
'Tis  oft  with  difference,)  yet  do  they  all  confirm 
A  Turklfh  fleet,  and  bearing  up  to  Cipres. 

Dn.  Nay,  it  is  polTible  enough  to  judgment : 
I  do  not  fo  fecure  me  to  the  error. 
But  the  main  Article  I  do  approve 

In  fearful  fenfe  Enter  a  Meffenger. 

One  within.  What  ho,  what  ho,  what  ho  ? 
Officer.  A  mefTenger  from  the  Galleys, 
T>u.  Now,  the  bufinefs  ? 

Sailor.  The  Turhlfh  preparation  makes  for  K  hodes^ 
So  was  I  bid  report  here  to  the  State,  by  Seignior  Angelo. 

T>H.  How  fay  you  by  this  change 

Sena.  This  cannot  be  by  no  alTay  of  reafon  

'Tis  a  Pageant, 

To  keep  us  in  falfc  gaze  :  when  weconfider 
The  importancy  of  Cipru^  to  the  T^urk} 
And  let  our  felves  again  but  underfland. 
That  as  it  more  concerns  the  lurhjhtn  Rhodes^ 
So  miay  he  with  more  facile  queftion  bear  it. 
For  that  it  fiands  not  in  fuch  warlike  brace, 
Who  altogether  lacks  th'abilities 
That  Rhodes  is  drett  in :  if  we  make  thought  of  this, 
We  muft  r  ot  think  the  '^urkjs  fo  unskilful, 
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To  leave  that  lateft  which  concerns  him  firft  i 
Negleding  an  attempt  of  eafe  and  gain^ 
To  wake  and  wage  a  danger  profitlefs. 

T>H.  Nay,  in  all  coniidence  he's  not  for  Rhodes, 

Officer,  Here  is  more  news.  Enter  a  2d,  Mejfenger, 

Mtjf,  The  Ottomhes^  reverend  and  gracious, 
Steering  with  due  courfe,  toward  the  Ifle  oi Rhodes^ 
Have  there  enjoyned  them  with  an  after  fleet. 

I  Sena.  I,  fo  I  thought,  how  many,  as  you  guefs 

Me/.  Of  30  fail,  and  now  they  do  reftern 
Their  backward  courfe,  bearing  with  frank  appearance 
Their  purpofes  towards  C)'/>r«/ :  Seignior  Montano^ 
Your  trufty  and  mod  valiant  Servitor, 
With  his  free  duty  recommends  you  thus. 
And  prays  you  to  believe  him. 

Tis  certain  then  for  (^/^r^^, 
Marcus  Luccicos  is  not  he  in  town  ? 

I  Sena.  He's  now  in  Florence, 

Write  from  us  to  him  poll,  poft  haft  difpatch. 

Ewfer  Brabantio,  Othello,  Roderigo,  Jag05Ca{Iio, 
Defdemona,  andOffictrs, 

I  Sena,  Here  comes  Brabantio  and  the  valiant  Moore. 

Vk,  Valiant  Othello^  we  muft  lhaitimploy  you, 
Againft  the  general  enemy  Ottoman'^ 
I  did  not  fee  you,  welcome  gentle  Seignior, 
We  lackt  your  counfel,and  your  help  tonight. 

Bra,  So  did  1  yours,  good  your  Grace  pardon  me 
Neither  my  place,  nor  ought  I  heard  ofbufinefs 
Hath  rais'd  me  from  my  bed,  not  doth  the  general  care 
Take  hold  of  me,  for  my  particular  grief. 
Is  offo  floodgate  and  ore-bearing  nature, 
That  it  engluts  and  fwallows  other  forrowsj 
And  it  is  IHII  it  fclf. 

jDh,  Why  ?  whats  the  matter  ? 

Bra.  My  daughter,  O  my  Daughter. 

j4!}.  Dead  > 

Bra,  I  to  me  : 
She  is  abus'd,  flolnfrom  me  and  corrupted. 
By  fpels  and  medicines,  bought  of  Mountebancks, 
For  nature  fo  prcpofleroufly  to  erre, 
(Being  not  deHcicnt,  blind  or  lame  of  fenfe,) 
Sans  witchcraft  could  not. 

T>u.  Who  ere  he  be,  that  in  this  foul  proceeding 
Hath  thus  beguild  your  daugV..  rof  her  felf,) 
And  you  of  her,  the  bloody  b;uk  of  Law, 
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'You  (hall  your  felfread  in  the  bitter  letter, 

After  its  own  fence,  ye  tho  our  proper  fon 

Stood  in  your  ad^ion. 

Br^.  Humbly  I  thank  your  Grace  i 

Here  is  the  man,  this  Moor,  whom  now  it  feems 

Your  fpccial  Mandate?  for  the  State  affairs 

Hath  hither  brought. 

^11.  We  are  very  forry  for't. 

P///  What  in  your  own  part  can  you  fay  to  this  ? 

Bra.  Nothing,  but  this  is  fo. 

0th,  Moft  potent,grave  and  reverend  Seigniors, 

My  very  noble  and  approved  good  Mafiers : 

That  1  have  tane  away  this  old  mans  daughter, 

it  is  moft  true :  true,  I  have  married  her, 

7  he  very  head  and  front  of  my  offending. 

Hath  this  extent  no  more.  Rudel  am  in  my  fpeech, 

And  little  bleli  with  the  fet  phrafe  of  peace. 

For  fince  thefe  arms  of  mine  had  feven  years  pith, 

'Till  now  fome  nine  moneths  wafted,  they  have  us'd 

Their  deareft  adlion  in  the  tented  field  s 

And  little  of  this  great  world  can  I  fpeak, 

More  then  pertains  to  feats  of  broyls,and  battail. 

And  nherefore  little  lhall  I  grace  my  caufe. 

In  fpeaking  for  my  fcif  i  yet  by  yonr  gracious  patience, 

I  would  a  round  unravifh'd  tale  deliver. 

Of  my  whole  courfe  of  love,  what  drugs,  what  charms,, 

"What  conjuration,  what  mighty  magick, 

('For  fuch  proceedings  am  I  charg'd  withal  0 

I  won  his  Daughter. 

Bra,  A  Maiden  never  bold, 
Of  fpirit  fo  ftill  and  quiet,  that  her  motion 
Elufht  at  her  felf ;  and  (he  in  fpight  of  nature, 
Of  years,  of  Country,  credit,  every  thing. 
To  fall  in  love  with  what  (he  fear'd  to  look  on  ? 
It  is  a  judgment  maim'd,  and  moft  imperfecS, 
That  will  confefs,perfe<ft ion  fo  would  erre 
Againft  all  rules  of  Nature,  and  muft  be  driven 
To  hnd  out  pradifes  of  cunning  hell, 
Why  this  ftiould  be,  I  therefore  vouch  again, 
That  with  fome  mixtures  powerful  ore  the  blood. 
Or  with  fome  dram  conjur'd  tothrseffcd, 
He  wrought  upon  her. 

Vu,  To  vouch  this  is  no  proof. 
Without  more  certain  and  more  overt  teft, 
Thefe  are  thin  habits,  and  poor  likelihoods, 

^  Of  modern  feemings,  you  prefer  againft  him, 
I  Sena.  But  Othello  fpeak, 
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Did  you  by  indired  and  forcedcourfes. 
Subdue  and  poyfon  this  young  Maids  a/Tedions  ? 
Or  came  it  by  requeft,  and  fuch  fair  queftion. 
As  foul  to  foul  affordeth } 

0th.  I  do  bcfecch  you, 
Send  for  the  Lady  to  the  Sagittary, 
And  let  her  Ipeak  of  me  before  her  Father  5 
If  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report, 
The  Trud,  the  Office,  I  do  hold  of  you, 
^^ot  only  takeaway,  but  let  your  fcntence 
Even  fall  upon  my  life. 

Dh.  Fetch  Defdemena  hither.  Exeunt  tm  or  three*' 

0th.  Ancient condud  them,  you  beft  know  the  place  i , 
And  till  (he  come,  as  truly  as  to  heaven . 
I  do  confefs  the  vices  of  ray  blood, 
So  juftly  to  your  grave  ears  He  prefent, 
How  1  did  thrive  in  this  fair  Ladies  love, . 
And  Qie  in  iKine. 

Vh.  S^y  it  Othello, 

Otk  Her  Father  loved  me  i  oft  invited  me, 
Still  queftioned  me  the  flory  of  my  life. 
From  year  to  year,  the  battels,  feiges,  fortunes- 
That  I  have  paft: 

I  ran  it  through,  even  from  my  boyilh  days, 

Toth' very  moment  that  he  bid  me  tell  i^: 

Wherein  I  fpeak  of  moft  difaftrous  chances, 

Of  moving  accidents,  by  flood  and  field  j 

Of  hair-breadth  fcapes  ith'  imminent  deadly  breach  » - 

Of  being  taken  by  the  infolent  fo. 

And  fold  to  llavery    of  my  redemption  thence. 

And  portance  in  my  travels  hiftory  ^  . 

Wherein  of  Antars  vaft,  and  Defarts  idle. 

Rough  quaries,  rocks  and  hils,  whofe  heads  t©uch  heaven. 

It  was  my  hint  to  fpcak,  fuch  was  my  procefs^; 

And  of  the  Cannibals^  that  each  other  cat  > 

The  Anthrofophagu  and  men  whofe  heads 

Do  grow  beneath  their  (hoiilders :  thefe  to  hear. 

Would  Drfdmona  feri'^ufly  incline  \ 

But  rtill  the  houfe  affairs  would  draw  her  thence, 

Whichever  as  (he  could  with  hafte  difpatch, 

Shccd  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  ear 

Devour  up  my  difcourfc  s  which  I  obferving, 

Took  once  a  plyant  hour,  and  found  good  means 

To  draw  from  her  a  prayer  of  carneU  heart, 

That  I  would  all  my  pilgrimage  dilate, 

W  hereof  by  parfcls  fhc  had  fomething  heard, 

Eut  not  inru. lively,  I  did  confcnf. 
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And  ontendid  beguile  her  of  her  tears, 

When  1  did  fpeak  of  fomedilhcfsfull  ftroak 

Thatn.yyouth  fuffercd:  my  ftoy  being  done  i 

She  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  ot  fighs 

She  (wore  I  faith 'twas  (trangc, 'twas  palFing  Grange  i 

'Twas  pitiful,  'twas  wondrous  pitifuh 

She  wiiht  (he  had  not  heard  it,  yet  (he  wi(ht 

That  heaven  had  made  her  fuch  a  man  :  fhe  thanked  mc, 

And  bad  me  if  1  had  a  friend  that  loved  her, 

1  (liould  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  liory. 

And  that  would  woe  her.  Upon  this  heat  I  fpake: 

She  lov'd  me  for  the  dangers  I  had  paff, 

And  I  lov'd  her  that  (he  did  pitty  them, 

This  only  is  the  witchcraft  1  have  us'd: 

Here  comes  the  Lady, 

Let  her  witnefs  it. 

E/2/£r Derdemona,Jago,  andthereft. 

Viu  1  think  this  tale  would  win  my  Daughter  to  >  

Coed  BrabantiQ^  take  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  befi:. 
Men  do  their  broken  weapons  rather  ufe, 
Then  their  bare  hands. 

Bra,  I  pray  you  hear  her  fpeak. 
If  (he  confefs  that  (he  was  half  the  wooer, 
Deftrudion  light  on  me,  if  my  bad  blame 
Light  on  the  man.  Come  hither  gentle  Miflrefs  : 
Do  you  perceive  in  all  this  noble  company* 
Where  moft  you  owe  obedience  ? 

Vcf,  My  noble  father, 
1  do  perceive  here  a  divided  duty  : 
To  you  I  am  b^und  for  life  and  education  > 
My  life  and  education  both  do  leam  me 
How  to  refpecft  youj  you  are  the  Lord  of  duty, 
I  am  hitherto  your  daughter.  But  here's  my  husband; 
And  fo  much  duty  as  my  mother  (hewed 
To  you,  preferring  you  before  her  father. 
So  much  1  challenge,  that  I  may  profefs, 
Due  to  the  Moore  my  Lord. 

Bra,  Cod  bu'y,  I  ha  done : 
Pleafe  it  your  Crace,  on  to  the  State  affairs, 
1  had  rather  to  adopt  a  child  than  get  it  i 
Come  hither  Moore: 

I  here  do  give  thee  that,  with  all  my  heart. 
Which  but  thou  haft  already,  with  all  my  heart 
1  w^ould  keep  from  thee:  for  your  fake  f  Jewel,) 
1  am  glad  at  foul,  I  have  no  other  child. 
For  thy  efcape  would  teach  mc  tyranny, 
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To  hang  clogs  on  'em,  I  have  done  my  Lord. 

Vii,  Let  me  fpeak  like  your  felf,  and  lay  a  fenteiKC 
Which  as  a  greefe  arltep  may  help  thefe  lovers 
Into  your  favour. 

When  remedies  are  part,  the  griefs  are  ended. 

By  feeing  the  worft,  which  late  on  hopes  depended. 

To  mourn  a  mifchief  that  is  part  and  gon, 

Is  the  next  way  to  draw  more  mifchief  on  : 

What  cannot  be  preferv'd  when  fortune  takes, 

Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes. 

The  rob'd  that  fmiles,  deals  fomething  from  the  thi«f. 

He  robs  himfclf  that  fpends  a  bootlefs  grief. 

Bra.  So  let  the  TWr^of  Cyfrus  us  beguile. 
We  lofe  it  not  fo  long  as  we  can  fraile  > 
He  bears  the  fentence  well  that  nothing  bears, 
But  the  free  comfort,  which  from  thence  he  hears; 
But  he  bears  both  the  fentence  and  the  forrow,  - 
That  to  pay  grief,  muft  of  poor  patience  borrow, 
Thcfe  fentences  to  fugar,  or  to  gall, 
Being  (Irongon  both  fides,  are  equivocal : 
But  words  are  words,  I  never  yet  did  hear. 
That  the  bruis'd  heart  was  pierced  through  the  ear» 
Bcfeech  you  now,  to  the  affairs  of  the  ftate. 

T>H,  The  lurh^  with  moft  mighty  preparation  makes  for  Cypm :  Otheh^ 
the  fortitude  of  the  place  is  beft  known  to  you,  and  though  we  have  there  a 
Subftitute  of  moft  allowed  fufficiency,  yet  opinion,  a  fovereign  Midrefs  of 
e/feds,  throws  a  more  fafer  voice  on  you  ^  you  muft  therefore  be  content  to 
ilubber  the  glofs  of  your  new  fortunes,  with  this  more  flubborn  and  boifte- 
rous  expedition. 

0th.  The  tyrant  cuAom,  mod  grave  Senators, 
Hath  made  the  flinty  and  fleel  Cooch  of  war, 
My  thrice-driven  bed  of  down  :  1  do  agnize 
A  natural  and  prompt  alacrity, 
I  find  in  hardnefs  and  do  undertake 
This  prefcnt  war  againft  the  Ottomttes : 
Mod  humbly  therefore,  bending  to  your  State, 
I  crave  fit  difpofition  for  my  wife. 
Due  reference  of  place  and  exhibition, 
With  fuch  accommodation  and  befort. 
As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

Vh.  If  you  pleafe  bee't  at  her  fathers. 

Bra.  He  not  have  itfo. 

0th.  Nor  I.- 

Vef.  Nor  I,  I  would  not  there  refide. 
To  put  my  father  in  impatient  thoughts. 
By  being  in  his  eye :  mort  gracious  Duke, 
To  my  unfolding  lend  a  gracious  car, 

C  3  And 
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And  let  me  find  a  charter  in  your  voyce, 
T'allill  roy  limplencfs. — 

Du,  What  would  you  Vefdemom  h 

Vef,  That  I  did  love  the  Moore  to  live  with  him^ 
My  down  right  violence,  and  Rorm  of  Fortunes, 
May  trumpet  to  the  world  i  my  hearts  fubdued, 
Even  to  ihe  very  quality  of  my  Lord ; 
I  law  Othel!o''s  vifage  in  his  minde, 
And  to  his  Honors,  and  his  valiant  part^ 
Did  I  my  foul  and  fortunes  confecrate. 
So  that  dear  Lords,  If  I  be  left  behinde, 
A  Moth  of  peace,  and  he  goe  to  the  warre, 
The  rites  for  which  I  love  him,  are  bereft  me, 
And  I  a  heavy  interim  (hall  fupport, 
B;  his  dear  abfence  i  let  me  goe  with  him. 

0th.  Your  voyces  Lords :  befcech  you  let  her  will 
Have  a  free  way. 

Vouch  with  me  Heaven,  I  therefore  beg  it  not 

To  pleafe  the  palate  of  my  appetite. 

Nor  to  comply  with  heat,  the  young  affe<3s  . 

In  my  defurxfi-,  and  proper  fatisfadlion. 

But  to  be  free  and  bounteous  to  her  mind, 

And  heaven  defend  your  good  fouls  that  you  think 

1  wiU  yoLT  ferious  and  good  bufinefs-fcant, 

Fjor  (he  is  with  me  >  no,  when  light  wing'd  toycs,. 

And  feather'd  Cupid  foyls  with  wanton  dulnefs, 
My  fpeculative  and  a(^ive  inftruments, 
That  my  difpojts,  corrupt  and  taint  my  bufincfs^. 
Let  Hufwives  make  a  Skellet  of  my  Helm>  _ 
And  allindigne  and  bafe  advcrfities, 

Make  head  againft  my  reputation, 

Vh.  Be  it,  as  you  (hall  privately  determine^ 
Either  for  her  Iky  or  going, the  aifair  cryes  hafte,. 

And  fpeed  muft  anfwer,  you  muft  hence  to  night.. 
DeJ]  To  night  my  Lord  ?  - 
Vh,  This  uight.     Otb.  With  alt  my  heart. 
Vh.  At  nine  I'th  morning  here  we'l  meet  again*:. 

O/^eifj,  leave  fome  officer  behind. 

And  he  (hall  our  CommilTion  bring  to  yo», 

With  fuch  things  elfe  of  quality  and  relpecS,. 

As  doih  import  yon. 

0th.  Pleafe  your  Grace,  my  Ancient, 

A  man  he  is  of  honelly  and  triift. 

To  his  conveyance  Tailrgne  my  wife, 

With  what  elfe  needful  your  good  Grace  (hall  ihir>k'i . 

To  be  fent  after  me,. 
2?//.  Lctitbefo*. 
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•Good  night  to  every  one,  and  noble  Seignior, 

-Ifvirtue  no  delighted  beauty  lack, 

Your  Son  inlaw  is  far  more  fair  than  black. 

1  Sena,  Adieu  brave  Moore,  ufe  D^/^ewo/w  well. 

Bra,  Look  to  her  Moore,  if  thou  hafi  eyes  to  fee. 
^he  has  deceiv'd  her  father,  and  may  thee.  •Exeunt. 

0th,  My  life  upon  her  faith.  Honeft  Jago, 
My  Vefdomona  muft  1  leave  to  thee, 
I  prethte  let  thy  wife  attend  on  her, 
And  bring  her  after  in  the  beft  advantage  i 
Come  Vefdmona^  I  have  but  an  hour 
Of  love,  of  v^orldly  matters  and  diredlion. 
To  fpend  with  thee,we  murt  obey  the  time. 

Rod,  J  ago.  Exit  Moore  <//Ji/Defdemcna. 

^ag.  What  faift  thou  noble  heart  ? 

Hod,  What  will  I  do  thinkft  thou  ? 

Jag,  why  goe  to  bed  and  ^leep, 

Rod.  1  will  incontinently  drown  my  felf. 

Jag,  Well,  if  thou  doelt,  I  (hall  never  love  thee  after'it, 
^Vhy  thou  filly  Gentleman. 

Rod.  It  is  fillinefs  to  live,  when  to  live  is  a  torment,  and  then  we  have  a 
prcfcription,  to  dye  when  death  is  our  Phyfitian. 

Jag,  O  villanous,  I  ha  look'd  upon  the  world  for  four  times  feven  years, 
and  lince  I  could  diliingniOi  between  a  benefit,  and  an  injury,  I  never  found  a 
man  that  knew  how  to  love  himfelf:  ere  I  'Would  fay  1  would  drown  my 
fclf,  for  the  love  of  a  Giniiy  Hen>  I  Avould  change  my  humanity  with  a 
Baboone. 

Rod.  What  fhould  I  doe?  I  confeft  it  is  my  (hame  to  be  fo  fond,  but  it  is  not 
in  my  virtue  to  amend  it. 

Jag,  Virtue,  a  fig^  'tis  in  our  feVes,  that  we  are  thus,  or  thus,  our  bodies 
are  gardens,  to  the  which  our  wills  are  Gardiners,  fo  that  if  we  will  plant 
Nettles,or  fow  Lettice,  fet  lfop>and  weed  up  Time  i  fupply  it  with  one  gen- 
der of  hearbs,  or  diftrad  it  with  many  •>  either  to  have  it  fterrill  vvilh  idlenefs, 
or  manur'd  with  induftry,  why  the  power,  and  corrigible  Authority  of  this, 
lies  in  our  wills.  If  the  ballance  of  our  liveshad  not  one  fcalc  of  reafon,  to 
poyfe  another  of  fenfuality>  the  blood  and  bafenefs  of  cur  natures, 
would  condud:  us  to  mofl  prepofterous  conclulions.  But  we  have  reafon  to 
coole  our  raging  mot'ons,  our  carnal  flings,  our  unbittcd  luftss  where- 
of I  take  this  that  you  call  love  to  be  a  Sedl,  or  Syen. 

Rod.  It  cannot  be. 

Jag,  It  is  meerlyaluftof  the  "blood,  and  a  permilTlon  of  the  will  s  Come, 
be  a  mani  drown  thy  (elf  i  drowne  Cats>  and  blinde  Puppies  :  I  profefs  me  thy 
friend,  and  I  confcfs  me  knit  to  thy  deferving,  with  Cables  of  perdurable 
toughnefs  >  I  could  never  better  ftecd  thee  then  now.  Put  money  in  thy 
purfe  i  follow  thefe  wars,  defeat  thy  favour  with  an  ufiirp'd  beard  i 
1  fay,  put  money  in  thy  purfe.    It  cannot  be,  that  Vefdemona  (hould 

long 


i6  OTHELLO, 

long  continue  her  love  unto  the  Moor,  put  money  in  thy  purfe, — 

nor  he  his  to  her  >  it  was  a  violent  commencement,  and  thou  (halt  fee  an  an- 

Avcrable  fequefrration :  put  but  money  in  thy  purfe.  Thefe  Moores  are 

changeable  in  their  wills.  Fill  thy  purfe  with  money.  The  food  that  to  him 

now  is  as  lulhious  as  Locufts,  (hall  be  to  him  (hortly  as  bitter  as  Coloquintida  ; 
She  mull  change  for  youth  i  when  (he  is  fated  with  his  body,  (he  will  hnd  the 
error  of  her  choice  i  (lie  muft  have  change,  (he  muft.  Therefore  put  money 
in  thy  purfe:  If  thou  wilt  needs  damn  thy  (elf,  do  it  a  more  dilicate  way 
then  drowning-,  make  all  the  money  thou  can(L  If  fandimiony,  and  a 
frail  vow,  betwixt  an  erring  Barbarian^  and  a  fuper-fubtle  Venetian^  be 
not  too  hard  for  my  wits,  and  all  the  tribe  of  hell,  thou  (halt  enjoy  her 

therefore  make  money,  a  pox  a  drowning,  tis  clean  out  of  the  way  \  feek 

thou  rather  to  be  hang'd  in  compalling  thy  joy,  then  to  be  drowned,  and  go 
without  her. 

Kod,  Wilt  thou  be  fafl  to  my  hopes,  if  I  depend  on  the  ifTue  ? 

Jag.  Thou  art  fure  of  me  go,  make  money  1  have  told  thee  of- 

t^n,  and  I  tell  thee  again,  and  again,  1  hate  the  Moor,  my  caufe  is  hieartcd, 
thine  has  no  lefs  reafon,  let  us  be  conjunftive  in  our  revenge  again(i 
him ;  If  thou  canfi  cuckold  him,  thou  doll  thy  fcif  a  pleafure,  me  a 
fport.  There  are  m.any  events  in  the  womb  of  Time,  which  will  bed  - 
livered.  Traverfe,  go,  provide  thy  money,  we  will  have  more  of  this  to 
morrow,  adieu. 

Kod.  Where  (hall  we  meet  L'th'  morning  ? 

Jag.  At  my  lodging. 

Kod.  ril  be  with  thee  betimes. 

Jjg.  Go  to,  farewell : — do  you  hear  Roderigo  ^ 

Rod.  What  fay  yoa  ? 

Jag,  No  more  of  drowning,  do  you  hear? 
Rod.  lam  changed,  Til  go  fell  all  miy  land. 

Exit  Rodirlgo*. 

Jag.  Thus  do  1  ever  make  my  fool  my  purfe : 
For  I  mine  own  gain'd  knowledge  (houU  prophane 
If  I  would  time  expend  with  fuch  a  fnip. 
But  for  my  fport  and  profit ;  I  hate  the  Moor, 
And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  twixt  my  (hcets 

Ha's  done  my  Office  •  I  know  not  if  t  be  true  

Yet  I,  for  meer  fufpition  in  that  kind, 

Will  do,  as  if  for  furety  :  he  holds  me  well, 

The  better  (hall  my  purpofe  work  on  him. 

Cajfio'^s  a  proper  man,  let  me  fee  now. 

To  get  thi6  place,  and  to  plum  up  my  will, 

A  double  knavery— how,  how, — let  me  fee. 

After  fome  time,  to  abufe  OthWs  ear. 

That  he  is  too  fam^iliar  with  his  wife  : 

Ke  has  a  perfon  and  a  fmooth  difpofe. 

To  be  fufpeded,  framM  to  make  woman  falfc :: 

The  Moor  is  of  a  free  and  open  nature, 
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That  thinks  men  honefl,  that  but  feems  to  be  fo  : 
And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  bith'  nofe — as  Affes  are  : 
Tha't,  it  is  ingender'd :  Hell  and  night 

Muft  bring  this  monihous  birth  to  the  worlds  light.  Ex 


Adas  Secundus^  Scoena  prima. 

Enter  Montanio,  Govermur  of  Cyprus,  with 
two  other  Gentlemen. 

Montanio, 

WHat  from  the  Cape  can  you  difcern  at  Sea  ? 
I  Gent.  Nothing  at  all,  it  is  a  high  wrought  flood, 
I  cannot  'twixt  the  heaven  and  the  main 
Defcry  a  fail. 

Moiu  Methinks  the  wind  does  fpeakaloud  at  Iand> 
A  fuller  blaft  ne'r  (hook  our  battlements  : 
If  it  harufliand  fo  upon  the  Sea, 
What  ribs  of  Oak,  when  mountain  melt  on  them, 
Can  hold  the  mortics, — What  (ball  we  hear  of  this  ? 

2  Gent,  A  fegregation  of  the  lurhijh  fleet : 
For  do  but  (land  upon  the  foaming  (hore, 
The  chiding  billows  feems  to  pelt  the  clouds, 

The  wind  (hak'd  furge,  with  high  arwl  monlhous  main 
Seems  to  ca(l  water  on  the  burning  Bear, 
And  quench  the  guards  of  th'ever  fired  pole? 
I  never  did  like  moleftation  view, 
On  the  enchafed  flood. 

Mon.  If  that  the  Turkjfh  Fleet 
Be  not  infliclter'd,  and  embayed,  they  are  drown'd, 
It  is  impoflTiblc  to  bear  it  out. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman, 

3  Gent.  News  Lads, your  wars  are  done: 
Thcdefperate  Tempeft  hath  fo  bang'd  the  Twi^, 
That  their  defigment  haults  : 

A  noble  (hip  of  Venice., 

Hath  feen  a  grievous  wrack  and  fufferance 

On  moft  part  of  their  Fleet. 

Mon,  How,  is  this  true  ^ 

3.  Gc/2/.The  (hip  is  here  put  in  : 
AVeroncfTa,  Michael  Cagio^ 
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Lievtcnent  to  the  warlike  Moor  Othello^ 
Is  come  a  fliorc :  the  Moor  himfelf  at  Sea, 
And  is  in  fuH  commiiTion  here  for  Cypruf. 

Mon.  I  am  glad  on't,  'tis  a  worthy  Governour. 

3  Gent»  But  this  fame  CaffiOy  tho  he  fpeak  of  comfort^ 
Touching  the  Isr/rj^/^  lofs,  yet  he  looks  fad ly, 
And  prays  the  Moor  be  fafc,  for  they  .were  parted. 
With  foul  and  violent  Tempeft. 

Mon,  Pray  heaven  he  be  : 
For  I  have  ferv'd  him,  and  the  man  commands^ 
Like  a  full  Soldier  : 
Lets  to  the  fea  fide,  ho, 
As  well  to  fee  the  Veffel  that's  come  m. 
As  to  throw  out  our  eyes  for  brave  Othello^ 
Eve  n  till  we  make  the  Main  and  th'Air  all  bkw, 
An  jndiliinca  regard. 

3.  Gmt.  Come,  let's  do  fo. 
For  every  minute  is  expedancy 

Of  more  arrivance. ,  Bntet  Caffiov. 

Caf,  Tiianks  to  the  valiant  of  this  Ifle, 
That  fo  approve  the  Moor,  and  let  the  heavens,. 
Give  him  defence  againft  their  Elements- 
For  I  have  \oi\  him  on  a  dangerous  fea. 

Mon.  Ishe  well  ftiipt  ? 

Caf,  His  Bark  is  ftoutly  timberd,  andisPilot^ 
Of  very  expert  and  approv'd  allowance. 
Therefore  my  hope's  (not  fuifeitedto  death) 
Stand  in  bold  cure  Enttra  Mcffengen 

Mef.  Afail,afaiI,afaiL. 

Caf.  Whatnoife/" 

M/T  The  Town  is  empty,  on  the  brow  o'th  fea, 
Stands  rancks  of  people,  and  they  cry  a  fail. 

Caf  My  hopes  do  lhape  him  for  the  Government. 

2  Gefit.  They  do  difcharge  the  (hot  of  eourteiie, 
Our  friend  at  lead.  JJhoti . 

Caf  I  pray  you  fir  go  forth. 
And  give  us  truth,  who  'tis  that  is  arriv'd. 

2.  Gent.  I  (hall.  ^'^i^'t 

Man.  But  good  Lievtenant,is  yomr  General  wi\r'd  ?  - 

Caf  MofHbrtunately,  he  hath  atchiv'd  amaid,. 
That  parragons  defeription  and  wild  fame  > 
One  that  excels  the  quiiks  of  blafoning  penss 
And  in  theeffential  vefture  of  creation. 
Does  bear  an  excellency  :  — now,  who  has  put  in? 
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^Enter  2  Gentleman, 

-2  Gent,  'Tis  one  Jago^  Ancient  to  the  General ; 
He  has  had  moft  favourable  and  happy  fpeed, 
Tempelis  themfelves^  high  feas,  and  houling  winds, 
The  guttered  rocks,  and  congregated  fands, 
Traitors  cnlkep'd,  to  clog  the  guiltlefs  Keel, 
As  having  fenfe  of  beauty,  do  omit 
Their  common  natures,  letting  go  fafelyljy 
The  divine  Defdmona, 

Mon,  What  isftie  ? 

Caf,  She  that  I  fpeak  of,  our  great  Captains  Captain, 
Left  in  the  condud:  of  the  bold  Jago^ 
Whofe  footing  here  anticipates  our  thoughts 
A  fennights  fpeed — great  Jove  Othello  guard, 
And  fwell  his  fail  with  thine  own  powerful  breath, 
That  he  may  blefs  this  Bay  with  his  tall  (hip, 
And  f wifely  come  to  Vefdemoni's  arms 

E/i^er  Defdcmona,  Jago,  Emilia,  /^;7^RoderigOo 

Give  rcnew'd  fire. 

To  our  extinded  fpirits  : 

And  bring  all  Cypm  comfort,  O  behold 

The  riches  of  the  (hip  is  come  on  (hore. 

Ye  men  of  Cypm^  let  her  have  your  knees: 

Hail  to  the  Lady  :  and  the  grace  of  heaven. 

Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  hand, 

Enwheel  thee  round. 

.  DeC*  I  thank  you  valiant  C^jjpo  : 

What  tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  my  Lord? 

€af.  He  is  not  yet  arrived,  nor  know  I  ought, 
But  thu  he's  well,  and  will  be  (hortly  here. 

Def.  O  but  1  feaf how  loftyou  company?  Imthi/i]  A  fail  ^  fail. 

Caf,  The  great  contention  of  (he  fea  and  skies 
Parted  our  fellowQiip :  but  hark  a  fail. 

2  Gent.  They  give  their  greeting  to  the  Citadel, 
This  likcwife  is  a  friend. 

Caf,  Sec  for  the  news : 
Good  Ancient  you  are  welcome,  welcome  Miftrefs, 
Let  it  not  gall  your  patience,  good  Jago^ 
That  I  extend  my  manners,  'tis  my  breeding, 
That  gives  me  this  bold  (hew  of  courtelic. 

Jag,  Sir,  would  (he  give  you  fo  much  of  her  lif  s, 
Aso(  her  tongue  (he  has  beiiowcd  onme, 
You'd  have  enough. 
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Vcf,  Alas  I  (he  has  no  fpeech. 

Ja(r.  In  faith  too  much  : 
I  fii  d  it  Hill,  for  when  I  ha  leave  to  fleep, 
Mary,  before  your  LadiQiip  I  grant. 
She  puts  her  tongue  a  little  in  her. hearf, 
And  chides  with  thinking. 

Em.  You  ha  little  caufe  to  (ay  fo. 

Jag,  Come  on,  come  on,  you  are  Pidures  out  of  dores: 
Bells  in  your  Parlors  :  Wild-cats  in  your  Kitchins : 
Saints  in  your  injuries  :  Divels  being  oiiv^nded  : . 
Players  in  your  houfe-wifcry,  and  houfe-wives  in  your  beds,. 

Vcf.  O  he  upon  thee  flanderer. 

J-jg.  Nay, it  is  true,  orelfe  lam  a  T//rJ^, 
You  rife  to  play,  and  goe  to  bed  to  work. 

Em,  You  (hall  not  write  my  praife- . 

Jag,  Novlet  me  not. 

Vef.  What  wouldll  thou  write  of  me. 
If  thou  (houldft  praife  me? 

Jag,  O  gentle  Lady,  do  not  put  me  to'i^ 
For  1  am  nothing,  if  not  critical. 

Def,  Come  on,  alTay— there's  one  gone  to  the  Harbour*, 

Jag.  I  Madam. 

Vef,  I  am  not  merry,  but  I  do  beguile 
The  thing  I  am,  by  feeming  otherwife : 
Come,  how  wouldft  thou  praife  mc  ? 

Jag,  I  am  about  it,  but  indeed  my  invention 
Comes  from  my  pate,  as  birdlime  does  from  free2e,  . 
It  plucks  out  brainc  and  all :  butmy  Mufe  labours^ 
And  thus  (lie  is  delivered  : 
Ifjhe  he  fair  and  rvife^  faifnefs  and  mt  j 
'Iheone^Sifor  tffe^  the  other  ufeth  it, 

T>cf.  Well  prais'd  :  how  if  fhe  be  black  and  wittyi 

Jag,  If  fhe  be  hlack^^  and  thereto  have  a  wit^ 
S.he^ll  find  a  rvhite^  that  Jhall  her  blacl^efsfit^ 

Vef,  Worfe  and  worfe. 

Em,  How  if  fair  and  foolifti  ? 

Jag,  She  never  yet  vposfoolijh-,  that  was  fait'i  ■ 
For  even  her  folly  helpt  her  to  an  Heir, 

Vef.  Thefe  are  old  Paradoxes^  to  make  fools  laugh  i'^th  Alehoufe  j  What 
naiferable  praife  haft  thou  for  her, 
That's  foul  and  foolifti  ? 

Jag.  Ihere^snone  fo  foul^  and  fooUfh  thereunto^ 
But  does  foul  pranh/^  i^hich  fair  and  wife  on^  do,    ,^  '  ■' 

Vef,.  O  heavy  ignorance  that  praifes  the  worft  bel^ i.but  what  praife couldft 
thou  beftow  on  a  defeFviiag  woman  j indeed  ?  onej  that  in  the  authority 
of.  her  meiitSj  did  juftly  put  on  the  vouch  of  v£ry  maiice.it  fclf  ? 
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Jig.  She  that  wof  everfair^  and  rtever  proud^ 
Had  tongue  at  vpill^  and  yet  rPiiS  never  loud^ 
Never  lackt  gold^  and  yet  went  never  gay^ 
Fled  from  her  wijh^  andyet  faid^  novp  I  may  : . 
She  that  hing  angred^  her  revenge  being  fiigh^ 
Bad  her  rvrong  flay^  and  her  dtfpleafure  flye. 
She  that  in  rvifdome  never  was  Jofraily. 
To  change  the  Codjheadfor  the  Salmons  tail : 
She  that  could  think-,  ^nd  ne^re  difclofe  her  mindy , 
See  Sutors  foUorvingy  and  not  loohjyehind  : 
She  WiVS  a  wight ^  (if  ever  fuch  wight  were^) 

T>ef,  To  do  what  ? 

Jag.  7i  fuck^efools^  and  chronicle  fmall  Bcere. 

Vef.  O  moil  lame  and  impotent  conclufion  ; 
Do  not  learn  of  him  Emillia^  tho  he  be  thy  husband  : 
How  fay  you  Cafio^  is  he  not  a  moft  prophane  and  liberal 
Counkllour. 

Caf  He  fpeaks  home  Madam,  you  may  rellifti  him 
More  in  the  Souldier  than  in  the  Scholler. 

Jag,  He  takes  her  by  the  palme  >  I  well  fed,  whifper ,  with  as  little  a  webb 
as  this,  will  I  enfnare  as  great  a  flie  as  CaJJj\  I  fmile  upon  her,  doe  :  1  will 
catch  you  in  your  ownCourtfhip  :  you  fay  true,  'tis  fo  indeed.  If  fuch  tricks 
as  thefe  Itrip  you  out  of  your  Lieutenantry,  it  had  been  better  yt)U  had  not  rilt 
your  thiec  hngers  fo  oft,  which  now  again,  you  are  moil  apt  to  play  the  iir  in  a 
very  good  well  kill,  and  excellent  courtefie  i 'tis  fo  indeed  :  yet  again,  your' 

fingers  at  your  I  ps    would  they  were  Chllerpipes  for  your  fake,  The 

Moore,  I  know  his  Trumpet*  ^Irttmpet  within*  . 

Enter  OihtWo^  and  Attendant f»  . 

Gaf.  'Tis  truly  fo. 

Vef  Lets  meet  him,  and  receive  him.  . 
Caf.  Loe,  where  he  comes. 
0th,  O  my  fair  Warriour. 
Vef.  My  de^ir  Othello. 

0th.  It  gives  me  wonder,  great  as  my  content,  . 
To  fee  you  here  before  mc  :  O  my  fouls  joy. 
If  after  every  temped,  come  fuch  calmnefs, 
May  the  winds  blow,  till  they  have  wakened  death  > 
And  let  the  labouring  Bark  clime  hills  of  Seas, 
Olympus  high,  and  duck  again  as  low. 
As  Hell's  from  Heaven  \  If  it  were  now  to  dye, 
'Twere  now  to  be  molt  happy,  for  1  fear 
My  Soul  hath  her  content  foabfolute, 
That  not  another  comfort,  like  to  this 
Succeeds  in  unknown  Fate. 

Vcf  The  Heavens  forbid. 
But  that  our  loves  and  comforts  fliould  increafe^ 
Even  as  our  daycs  do  grow. 

Othi 
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Od\  Amen  to  that,rweet  Powers  : 
1  car.not  rpcak  enough  oi  this  concent, 
It  i^ops  me  here,  it  is  too  much  of  joy  : 
And  this,  and  this  thc  greatelr  difcord  be,  [}^fs. 
That  ere  our  hearts  (hould  make. 

J^^g.  O,  you  are  well-tun'd  now* 
Bur  I'le  fet  down  the  pegs,  that  makes  this  mufick, 
As  honeA  as  I  am. 

0th.  Ccme,  let  cs  to  the  Caftle  : 
News  friends -our  wars  are  done,  the  T//r^x  are  drownM. 
How  does  my  old  acquaintance  of  this  llle? 
Honny,  you  lhall  be  well  deilr'd  \x\Cyprus  \ 
J  have  found  great  love  amongft  thsm  :  O  myfweet: 
1  prattle  out  of  fafhion,  and  I  dote. 
In  mine  own  comforts  :  I  prethee  good  Jdgo^ 
Go  to  the  Bay,  and  difimbark  my  Coifers  > 
Erina  thou  the  Mafter  to  the  Citadel: 
He  is  agood  one,  and  his  worthinefs. 
Does  challenge  much  refped,  come  Vcfdemna, 
Once  inore  well  met  at  Cyprus,  Exeunt, 

Jag,  Do  thou  meet  me  prefently  at  the  Harbour  :  come  hither,  if  tliou  beeft 
valiant,  fas  they  fay,  bafe  men  being  in  love,  have  then  a  Nobility  in  their  na- 
tures, more  than  is  native  to  them,) — lift  me,  the  Lieutenant  to  night  watches 
on  the  Court  of  Guard  :  hrft  I  will  tell  thee  thiS)  Defdemona  is  dircdly  in  love 
•with  him. 

Bud.  \7ith  him'*  why  'tis  not  polTible, 

Jdg,  L^y  thy  hnger  thus,  and  let  thy  Soul  be  inftruSed :  markc  me,  with 
what  violence  (lie  hrfr  lov'd  the  Moore,  but  for  bragging,  and  telling  her  fan- 
taHical  lies  i  and  will  (he  love  him  fiill  for  prating?  let  not  the  difcreet  heart 
think  it.  Her  eye  muft  be  fed,  and  what  delight  (hall  (he  have  to  look  on  the 
Devil  ?  When  the  blood  is  made  dull  with  the  adi  of  fport,  there  (hould  be  a 
.  gam.e  to  inflame  it,  and  give  faciety  a  fre(h  appetite.  Lovelinefs  in  favour,  fym- 
pathy  in  years,  manners,  and  beauties^  all  which  the  Moore  isdefedivein  : 
now  for  want  of  thefe  requir'd  conveniences,  her  delicate  tendernefs  will  find 
its  felf  abus'd,  begin  to  heave  the  gorge,  difrclilh  and  abhor  the  Moor,  very  na- 
ture will  initrudl  her  to  it,  and  compel  her  to  feme  feccnd  choice  ;  Now  Sir, 
this  granted,  as  it  is  moli  pregnant  and  unforced  pofition,  who  ftands  fo  emi- 
nently in  the  degree  of  this  fortune,  as  CaffiodoQS  ?  a  knave  very  voluble,  no 
farther  confcionable,  than  in  putting  onthe  meer  form  of  civil  and  humane 
fceming,  for  the  better  compailing  of  his  fait  and  molt  hidden  loofe  affedions  : 
A  fubtlc  flippcry  Knave,  a  hnder  out  ofoccafions  j  that  has  an  eye,  can  Oam.p 
and  counterfeit  advantages,  tho  true  ad^/antage  never  prefent  it  felf.  Refides, 
the  Knave  is  handfome,  young,  and  hath  all  thofertquiiites  in  him  that  folly  and 
green  minds  look  after :  a  peftilent  compleat  knave,  and  the  woman  has  found 
him  already. 

Rod,  I  cannot  believe  that  in  her,  (he's  full  of  moft  bleft  condition. 
J  ad.  Bleft  hgs  endi  the  wine  (he  drinks  is  made  of  grapes:  if  (he  had  been 
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bleft,  (he  would  never  have  lov'd  the  Moore,  Didft  thou  not  fee  her  paddle 
with  the  pahneof  his  hand  ?  did  A  not  marke  that } 
Rod.  Yes,  But  that  was  but  conrtefie. 

Jjg,  Lechery,  by  this  hand  >  an  Ind.^xand  obfcarc  prologue  to  the  Hiflory, 
of  lull  and  foul  thoughts  :  they  met  fo  near  with  their  lips,  that  their  breaths 
embrac'd  together,  villanous  thoughts,  when  thcfe  mutualities  fo  mulhal  the 
way  i  hand  at  hand  comes  Koderigo^thc  mafkr,  and  the  main  cxercife,  the  in- 
corporate conclufion.  But  Sir,  be  you  rul'd  by  me,  I  have  brought  you  from 
Vcfiice  h  watch  you  to  night,  for  command.  Tie  lay't  upon  you.  Caffto  knows  you 
not,  rienot  be  far  from  you,  do  you  find  fome  occalion  to  anger  Cafro^  either 
by  (peaking  too  loud,  or  tainting  his  difclpline,  or  from  what  other  courfeyou 
pleafe  ?  which  the  time  (hall  more  fa^tourable  minilkr. 
■  Rod.  Well. 

Jag,  Sir  he  is  ra(h,and  veryfudden  in  cholcr,  artd  haply  with  his  Trunchen 
may  iTrike  at  you  >  provoke  him  that  he  miay,  for  even  out  of  that,  will  I  caufe 
thefe  of  Cypritf  to  mutiny,  whofe  qualihcation  lhall  comjC  into  no  t-rue  tafte 
again't,  but  by  the  difplantingof  C^^j^o  :  So  (hall  you  have  a  (horter  journey  to 
your  delires,  by  the  means  Khali  then  have  to  prefer  them,  and  the  impedi- 
ment m>oft  prohtably  rem.ov'd,  without  which  there  were  no  expectation  of  our 
profperity. 

Rod,  1  will  do  this,  if  1  can  bring  it  to  any  opportunity. 

Jag.  I  warrant  thee,  meet  me  by  and  by  at  the  Cittadel  j  I  muft  fetch  his 
necefTaries  a  (hore.  Farewel. 

Rod,  Adieu.  Epcit.. 

Jag,  That  CaJJio  loves  her,  I  do  well  believe  it , 
That  (he  loves  him,  'tis  apt  and  of  great  credit  > 
The  Moore  hovvbe't,  that  I  endure  him  not, 

of  a  ccnfiant,  noble,  loving  nature  j 
And  I  dare  think,  he'l  prove  to  I>efdemona 
A  molt  dear  Husband  j  now  I  do  love  her  too,  v 
Not  out  of  abfolute  lu(t,  Ctho  peradvcnture, 
I  (land  accon^ptant  for  as  great  a  (in,) 
But  partly  lead  to  diet  my  revenge. 
For  that  I  do  fufped  the  luftful  Moore, 
Hath  leap'd  into  my  feat,  the  thought  whereof 
Doth  like  a  poyfonous  Mineral  gnaw  niy  inwards  d  - 
And  nothing  can,  nor  (hall  content  my  Soul, 
Till  I  ameven'd  with  him,  wife  for  wife  > 
Or  failing  fo,  yet  that  1  put  the  Moore, 
At  lca(t,  into  a  jealou(ie  fo  (irong. 
That  judgement  cannot  cure  ^  v;hich  thing  to  do. 
If  this  poor  trafh  o(  Venice^  whoml  trjpce. 
For  his  quick  huntings  (land  the  putting  on,  . 
rie  have  our  Michael  Cajfu  on  the  hip, 
Abufc  him  ro  the  Mooic,  in  the  ranke  garbc, 
(Vox  I  fear  Cjj[//^7,  with  my  night- cap  to) 
Make  the  Moore  thank  mc,  love  mc,  and  rcvarj  m.% 
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For  making  him  egregioufly  an  Afs, 
And  piadiling  upon  his  peace  and  quiet, 
Even  tomadncfs  :— 'tis  here^butyet  confus'd  > 
Knaveries  plain  ace  is  never  feen,  till  us'd.  Exit. 

Enter  Othello's  Herauld^  reading  a  Troclamation. 

It  is  Othello's  pleafure,  our  noble  and  valiant  General,  that  upon  certain  ti-  - 
dings  nowarrivedj  importing  the  mccr  perdition  of  the  'InrVjflo  Fleet,  that  e- 
vcry  man  put  himfelf  into  triumph  ,  fome  to  dance,  fome  makeBonefires :  each 
n;an  to  what  fportand  Revels  his  addidion  leads  him  j  for  bcfidesthcfe  bene- 
licial  News,  it  is  the  celebration  of  his'Nuptials :  So  much  was  his  pleafure 
IhouH  be.proclaimed.  All  Offices  arc  open,  and  there  is  full  liberty,  from  this 
prcfcnt  hour  of  hve,  till  the  bell  hath  told  eleven.  Heaven  bkfs  the  Illc  of  Cy^ 
prus^  and  our  noble  General  Othello^ 

•E/zfer  Othello,  Cafiio,  and Defdemona. 

Oth,  Good  Michael  look  you  to  the  guard  to  night. 
Lets  teach  our  felvesthat  honourable  flop. 
Not  to  out-fport  difcretion. 

Caf,  J^go  hath  diredion  what  to  do  : 
But  notwithftanding,  with  my  perfonal  eye 
Will  I  look  to  it. 

Oih.  y^^go  is  moft  honed. 
Mich.iel  goodnight,  to  morrow  with  your  earlief}, 
Let  me  have  fpeech  with  you,  come  my  dear  love> 
The  purchafcmade,  the  fruits  are  to  enfue, 
That  prohts  yet  to  come  'twixt  me  and  you, 
•Good  niglu. 

Enter  J  ago, 

Caf.  Welcome  Jago^  we  muft  to  the  watch.^ 

Jag.  Not  this  hour  Lieutenant, 'tis  not  yet  ten  a  Clock  :  our  General  caft 
r.s  thus  early  for  the  love  of  his  Defdemona^  who  let  ws  not  therefore  blame,  he 
hath  not  yet  made  wanton  the  night  with  her  \  and  (he  is  fport  fox  Jove, 

Caf.  She  is  a  moft  exquifite  Lady, 

Jag^  And  rie  warrant  her  full  of  game. 

Caf  Indeed  (he  is  a  moft  frefti  and  delicate  creature. 

Jag.  What  an  eye  (he  has? 
Methinks  it  founds  a  parly  of  provocation. 

Caf  An  inviting  eye5and  yet  methinks  right  modefl-. 

Jag.  And  when  ihe  fpeaks,  'tis  an  Alarm  to  love. 

Caj]  She  is  indeed  perfedlion. 

Jag.  Well,  happinefs  to  their  flieets — — come  Lieutenant,  I  have  a  ftope 
of  Wine,  and  here  without  are  a  brace  of  Cyprus  G^lhnts  that  would  fai«  have 
afiiCafure  to  the  health  of  the  black  (^/Wk 
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Cif,  Not  to  night,  good  Jago  \  I  have  very  poor  and  \  unhappy  brains  for 
drinking :  I  could  virell  wi(h  courteiie  would  invent  fome  other  cuftome  of  en- 
tertainn^^nt. 

Jag,  O  they  are  our  friends, — but  one  cup  :  Tie  drink"  for  you, 

Caf,  I  ha  drunk  but  one  cup  tonight,  and  that  was  craftily  qualified  to,  and 
behold  what  innovation  it  makes  here  ;  lam  unfortunate  in  the  infirmity,  an<i 
dare  not  task  my  weaknefs  with  any  more. 

Jag.  What  man,  'tis  a  night  of  Revels,  the  Gallants  defire  it. 

Ciij^  Where  are  they? 

Jag.  Here  at  the  dore,  I  pray  you  call  themiHo 

Tie  do't,  but  it  diflikesme.  Exi^. 

Jag.  \£  I  can  fallen  but  one  cup  upon  him. 
With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to  night  already. 
He'll  be  as  full  of  quarrel  and  offence, 
As  my  young  Millrefs  dog: — Nay  my  fick  fool  Roderigo^ 
CWhom  love  has  turn'd  almoft  the  wrong  (idcoutwardo) 
To  Vefdemona^  hath  to  night  carouft. 
Potations  pottle  deep,  and  he's  to  watch  2 
Three  Lads  of  Cyprus^  noble  fwelling  fpirits, 
That  hold  their  honour  in  a  wary  diftance. 
The  very  Elements  of  this  war-like  Ifle,) 
Havel  to  night  fluftred  with  flowing  cups, 
Ar.d  the  watch  too  :  now  "mongft  this  flock  of  drunkards, 
I  am  to  put  our  Cajfto  in  fome  adion. 
That  may  oifend  the  Ifle  >  Enter  Montanio,  Caflio, 

But  here  they  come :  and  at  hers. 

If  confequence  do  but  approve  my  dream, 
My  boat  fails  freely,  both  with  wind  and  flream. 

Caf.  Fore  God  they  have  given  mc  a  roufe  already, 

Mo^.  Good  faith  a  little  one)  not  paft  a  pint, 
As  I  am  a  Soldier4 

Jag,  Some  wine  hoe: 

And  let  me  the  Cannikin  cUnk^  clink^^ 

And  let  me  the  Cannikin  clinks  clink^ 

A  S(ntldier*s  a  man^  a  lifers  hut  a  fpan-i 

IFhy  then  let  a  Sonldier  drink* — Some  wine  boys. 

Caf.  Fore  heaven  an  excellent  fong 

Jag.  I  learn'd  it  in  England^  where  indeed  they  are  moft  potent  in  potting  : 
your  Vane :  your  Germane^  and  your  fwag- bellied  Hollander^  f  drink  hojj  arc 
nothing  to  your  Englifh. 

Caf,  Is  your  Englifh  man  fo  exquifite  in  his  drinking  ? 

Jag,  Why,  he  drinks  you  with  facillity,your  Vane  dead  drunk  :  he  fwcats 
not  to  overthrow  your  Almain  j  he  gives  your  Hollander  a  vomit,  ere  the  next 
pottle  can  be  hll'd 

Caf,  To  the  health  of  our  General. 

Mon,  I  am  for  it  Lieutenant,  and  I  will  do  you  juftice. 

Jag,  O  fwcet  England,  

E  King 
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King  Stephen  was  and  a  worthy  Peer^ 

His  breeches  coft  him  but  a  CroTvn^ 

held  \m  fix  fence  all  to  dear^ 
With  that  he  caWd  the  taylorlown  > 

He  was  a  Wight  of  high  Renown^ 

And  thou  art  but  of  low  degree^ 

^Tis  pride  that  pulls  the  Country  down^ 

Ihentah^  thine  auld  clok^  about  thee, — Some  wine  ho.- 
Gaf,  why,  this  is  a  more  exquifite  fong  than  the  other. 
Jag,  Will  you  hcar't  again. 

Caf  No,  fori  hold  him  unworthy  of  his  place,  that  does  thofe  things  w^ll? 
Heaven's  above  all,  and  there  be  Souls  that  muft  be  faved. 
Jag,  It  is  true  good  Lieutenant. 

Caf,  For  mine  own  part,  no  offence  to  the  General>  nor  any  man  of  quali* 
ty,  1  hope  to  be  faved. 

Jag.  Andfo  do  I  Lieutenant, 

Caf,  I,  but  by  your  leave,  not  before  me  v  the  Lieutenant  is  to  be  faved  be- 
fore the  Ancient,  Let's  ha  no  more  of  this,  let's  to  our  affairs  :  forgive  us  our 
llns :  Gentlemen,  let's  look  to  our  bufinefs:  do  not  think  Gentlemen  lam 
drunk,  this  is  my  Ancient,  this  is  my  right  hand,  and  this  is  my  left  hand  :  I  am« 
\   not  drunk  now,  I  can  ffand  well  enough,  and  fpeak  well  enough. . 

All.  Excellent  well. 

Caf,  Why  very  well  then :  you  muft  not  think  then  that  lam  drunk.  [^Ey/V* 

Mon,  To  the  platform  Mafters.  Gome  let's  fet  the  wateh.  . 

Jag,  You  fee  this  fellow  that  is  gone  before. 
He  is  a  Souldier  fit  to  ffand  by  C^far^ 
And  give  direftion:  and  do  but  fee  his  vice  ? 
'Tis  to  his  virtue,  a  jurt  equinox, 
The  one  as  long  as  th'otKer  :  'tis  pity  of  him^ 
Lfear  the.truli,  put  him  in, 

On  ferae  odd  time  of  his  infirmity^  > 
Will  (hake  this  lfland.. 

Mon,  But  is  he  often  thus. . 

Jag,  'Tis  evermore  the  Prologue  to  His  fleep, . 
He'll  watch  the  horolodge  a  double  fet. 
If  drink  rock  not  his  cradle. 

Mon,  'Twere  well  the  General  were  put  in  mind  of  it. 
Perhaps  he.fees  it  not,  or  his  good  nature 
Praifes  the  virtue  that  appears  in  Cajjio^ 
And  looks  not  on  his  evils  :  is  not  this  true  ? 

Ji7g.  How  now  Kf?ir/go>-  E«/£r  Rod  erigo. 

I.pray  you  after  the  Lieutenant  go  "Em  Rod» . 

Mon,  And  'tis  great  pity  that,  the  noble  Moore 
Should  ha^^ard  fuch  a  place,  as  his  own  fecond. 
With  one  of  an  ingraft  infirmity  : 
It  were  an  honeli  adion  to  fay  fo  to  the  Mooie, 
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Jag,  "Not  T,  for  this  fair  Ifland  : 
I  do  lovc  Cafio  well,  and  would  do  much,  -Help^  Belp^mihin. 

To  cure  him  of  this  evil  :  but  hark,  what  noiTe. 

E/i/er  Caffio,  driving  in  R.oderigOe 

Caf,  You  roguC)  you  rafcall. 

Mon,  What's  the  matter  Lieutenant  ? 

Caf,  A  knave,  teach  me  my  duty:  but  Tie  beat  the  knav^  into  a  wicker 
bottle. 

Kod.  Beat  me  ? 

Caf.  Doft  thou  prate  rogue  ? 

Mon,  Good  Lieutenant  ^  pray  Sir  hold  your  han3. 

Cafs  Let  me  go  Sir,  or  Til  knock  you  o're  the  mazzard. 

Mon,  Come,  come,  you  are  drunk. 

Caf,    Drunk  ?  \jheyjlght, 

Jag,  Away  I  fay,  go  out,  and  cry  a  mutiny.;  ExitKoi. 
Nay  good  Lieutenant  :God's-wilI  Gentlemen, 
Help  ho.  Lieutenant :  Sir,  Montanio^  Slr, 

Help  Mafters,  here's  a  goodly  watch  indeed  :  ^  hel  rings 

Who's  that  that  rings  the  Bell  <  Diablo— ho, 
The  Town  will  rife,  fie,  fie,  Lieutenant  hold^ 
You  will  be  'ftiam'd  for  ever. 

Enter  Othello,  and  Gentlemen  voitb  mapns 

0th,  What's  the  matter  here  > 

Mon.  I  bleed  fiill,  I  am  hurt  to  the  death.       [he  faints. 
0th.  Hold  for  your  lives. 

Jfag,  Hold,  hold  Lieutenant,  Sir  Montanio^  Gentlemen, 
Have  you  forgot  all  place  of  fence  and  duty  : 
Hold  the  General  fpeaks  to  you  >hold,  hold,  for  fhame. 

0th.  Why  how  now  ho, from  whence  atifes  this  ? 
Are  we  turn'd  T«rfe/,  and  to  our  felves  do  that, 
Which  Heaven  has  forbid  the  Ottamites  : 
ForChriftian  (hame,put  by  this  barbarous  brawlc  > 
He  that  ftirs  next,  to  carve  for  his  own  rage. 
Holds  his  foul  light,  he  dyes  upon  his  motion  : 
Silence  that  dreadful  Bell,  it  frights  the  Ifle 
From  her  propriety  :  what's  the  matter  mafters  ? 
Honeft  Jago^  that  looks  dead  with  grieving. 
Speak,  who  began  this,  on  thy  love  I  charge  thee. 

Jag.  I  do  not  know,  friends  all  but  now,  even  now. 
In  quarter,  and  in  terms,  like  bride  and  groom. 
Diverting  them  to  bed,  and  then  but  now, 
(As  if  fomc  Planet  had  unwittcd  men,) 
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Swords  out  and  tilting  one  at  others  breads 
In  oppoiition  bloody,  I  cannot  fpeak 
Any  beginning  to  this  peeviQi  odds  i 
And  would  inadion  glorious,  I  had  loft 
Thofe  legs,  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it. 

0th.  How  came  it  Michael.^  you  were  thus  forgot  .<* 

Cjf.  I  pray  you  pardon  me,  I  cannot  fpeak. 

Oth^  Worthy  Montanio^  you  were  wont  to  be  civil,' 
The  gravity  and  ililnefs  of  your  youth 
The  world  hath  noted,  and  your  name  is  great, 
Tn  mouths  of  wifeft  cenfure,  What's  the  matter; 
That  you  unlace  your  reputation  thus. 
And  fpend  your  rich  opinion,  for  the  name 
Of  a  night  brawler  ?  give  me  anfwer  to't  ? 

Mon,  Worthy  Othello^  I  am  hurt  to  danger, 
Your  Officer  y^go  can  inform  you. 
While  I  fpare  fpeech,  which  fomething  now  offends  me^  ^ 
Of  all  that  I  do  know,  nor  know  1  ought 
By  me, that's  faid  or  done  amifs  this  night  j 
Unlefs  felf-charity  be  fometime  a  vice. 
And  to  defend  our  felves  it  be  a  fin, 
When  violence  affayls  us.. 

Otk  Now  by  Heaven 
My  blood  begins  my  fafergui<Jes  torule, 
And  paflSon  having  my  beft  judgement  cool'dj 
Affayes  to  lead  the  way :  If  once  1  fiir. 
Or  do  but  lift  this  Arm  the  beft  of  you 
Shall  fink  in  my  rebuke  :  give  me  to  know 
How  this  foul  rout  began,  who  fet  it  on. 
And  he  that  is  apprcv'd  in  this  offence  > 
Tho  he  had  twinnM  withme5  both  at  a  birth. 
Shall  lofe  me  \  what,  in  a  Town  of  war, 
Yet  wild,  the  peoples  hearts  brim  full  of  fear, 
To  mannage  private  and  domeftick  quarrels. 
In  night,  and  on  the  Court  and  guard  of  fafety  ?  • 
'Tis  monftrous.  Jago^  who  began  ? 

Mon.  If  partiality  affign'd,  or  league  in  olEc€ 
Thou  doeft  deliver  more  or  kfs  than  truth, 
Thou  art  no  Souldier.  . 

Jag.  Touch  me  not  fo  near, 
I  had  rather  ha'  this  tongue  out  of  my  mouthy 
Then  it  Qiould  do  offence  to  Michael  Caffto\ 
Yet  I  perfwade  my  felf  to  fpeak  the  truth. 
Shall  nothing  wrong  him.  Thus  it  is  General: 
Mo/itanio  and  my  fclf  being  in  fpeech. 
There  comes  a  fellow,  crying  out  for  help, 
And  Cajpo  following  him  with  determia'rffwordj , 
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To  execute  upon  him :  Sir  this  Gentleman 

Steps  into  Ca§o^  and  intreats  his  paufe  > 

My  felf  the  crying  fellow  did  purfue, 

Left  by  his  clamor,  as  it  fo  fell  out. 

The  Town  might  fall  in  fright :  he  fwift  of  foot. 

Out-ran  my  purpofe  \  and  I  return  the  rather, 

For  that  I  heard  the  clink  and  fall  of  fwords  f 

And  CajfiQ  high  in  oath,  which  till  to  night, 

I  ne're  might  fay  before  :  when  I  came  back, 

For  this  was  brief,  I  found  them  clofe  together. 

At  blow  and  thruft,  even  as  agen  they  were. 

When  you  your  felf  did  part  them. 

More  of  this  matter  can  I  not  report. 

But  men  are  men^  the  beft  fometimes  forget ; 

Tho  Caffto  did  fome  little  wrong  to  him, 

As  men  in  rage  ftrike  thofe  that  wifh  them  beft  > 

Yet  furely  Ca^io^  I  believe  receiv'd 

From  him  that  fled,  fome  ftrange  indignity. 

Which  patience  could  not  pafs.  . 

0th.  I  know  Jago-^ 
Thy  honefty  and  love  doth  mince  this  matter. 
Making  it  light  to  Ca^io :  Ca^xo^  I  love  thee. 
But  nevermore  be  Officer  of  mine. 
Look  if  my  gentle  love  be  not  rais'd  up: 

Defdemona,  vp'nlo  others. 

Vie  make  thee  an  example. 

Vef.  What's  the  matter  ?  - 

0th,  All's  well  now  fweeting : 
Come  away  to  bed;  Sir,  for  your  hurts, 
My  felf  will  be  your  Surgeon  ilcad  him  off*, 
%go^  lock  with  care  about  theTown, 
Andfilence  thofe  whom  this  vile  braul  diftrafted.  . 
Come  Defdemona^  'tis  the  Souldiers  life. 
To  have  their  balmy  flumbets  wak'd  withftrife,  . 

Jsg.  What,  are  you  hurt  Lieutenant  ? 

Exit  MooTy  Defdemona,  and  Attendants,  . 

Caf.  T,  paft  all  Surgery. 
Ja^.  Marry  Heaven  forbid.  . 

Caf  Reputation,  reputation,  ho  I  loft  my  reputation :  . 
1  ha  loft  the  immortal  part  Sir  of  my  felf, 
And  what  remains  is  bcftial,  my  reputation, 
jfagOy  my  reputation. 

E3 
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J^^.  As  I  am  an  honeft  man,  I  thought  you  had  recciv'd  fome  bodily 
wotjnd,  there  is  more  offence  in  that,  then  in  Reputation:  reputation  is  an 
idle  and  nioft  falfe  impofition,  oft  got  without  merit,  and  loll  without  de- 
fcrving  :  You  have  loir  no  reputation  at  all,  unlefs  you  repute  yourfelFfuch  a 
lofer  ")  what  man,  there  are  ways  to  recover  the  General  agen ;  you  are  but 
n  'W  call  in  his  mood,  a  punifhment  more  in  policy,  then  in  malice,  even  fo, 
as  one  would  beat  his  offcncelefs  dog,  to  affright  an  imperious  Lion  :  fue  to 
him  again,  andhe's  yours. 

Caj\  I  will  rather  fuc  to  be  defpis'd,  then  to  deceive  fo  good  a  Commander, 
with  fo  light,  fo  drunken,  and  difcreet  an  Officer.  Drunk  and  fpeak  parrat  ? 
and  fquabble,  fwaggcr,  fwear?  and  difcourfe  fuftian  with  ones  one  (haddow, 
O  thou  invifible  fpirit  of  wine,  if  thou  hafte  no  name  to  be  known  by,  let 
us  call  thee  Devil. 

Jag,  What  was  he  that  you  followed  with  your  fword  ? 
What  had  he  done  to  you  ? 

Caf,  I  know  not. 

Jag,  Is'tpoffiblc? 

Ciif,  I  remember  a  mafs  of  things,  but  nothing  diftindly  ,  a  quarrel,  but?^ 
nothrng  *vhcrefore.  O  that  men  Qiould  put  an  enemy  in  their  mouths,  to 
Ileal  away  their  brains  >  that  we  (hould  with  joy  revel,  pleafure,  and  applaufe, 
transform  our  felves  into  bealls. 

Jag,  Why,  but  you  are  now  well  enough  ;  how  came  you  thus  recovered  ? 

Caf,  It  hath  plcas'd  the  devil  drunkennefs,  to  give  place  to  the  devij 
wraths  one  unpexfednefs  (hews  me  another,  to  make  me  frankly  dcfpife 
my  fclf. 

Jag,  Come,  you  are  too  fcvcre  a  morraler  \  as  the  time,  the  place,  the  con- 
dition of  this  Country  (lands,  I  could  heartily  wifh,  this  had  not  fo  befain  » 
but  fince  it  is  as  it  is,  mend  it  for  your  own  good. 

Caf,  I  will  ask  him  for  my  place  again,  he  fliall  tell  me  I  am  a  drunkard  ; 
had  I  as  many  m.ouths  as  Hydra^  fuch  an  anfwer  would  flop  'em  all  j  to  be  now 
a  fenfible  man,  by  and  by  a  fool,  and  prefently  a  btaft :  every  inordinate  cup 
is  unblcft,  and  the  ingredience  is  a  devil. 

Jag.  Come,  come,  good  wineis  a  £ood  familiar  creat^re^  if  it  be  well  us'd  i 
exclaim  no  more  againft  it  j  and  good  Lievtenant,  I  think  you  think  I  love 
you. 

C^y^  I  have  well  approv'd  it  Sir,— i  drunk  ? 

Jag,  You,  or  any  man  living  may  be  drunk  at  fome  time  man  :  Tie  tell 

you  what  you  fhall  do,  -our  Generals  wife  is  now  the  General ,  I  may  fay 

fo  in  this  rcfped,  for  that  he  has  devoted  and  given  up  himfelf  to  the  contem- 
plation, mark  ar.d  devotemcnt  of  her  parts  and  graces.  Cpnfeffe  your  {elf 
freely  to  her,  importune  her,  (he'll  help  to  put  you  into  your  plac€^  again: 
fhe  is  fo  fxee,  fo  kind,  fo:  apt  fo  bleffed  a  difpofition,  that  (be  holds  it  a 
vice  in  her  goodnefs,  not  to  do  more  than  (he  is .  requefted.  This  broken 
joynt  between  you  and  her  husband,  intreat  her  to  fplinter^  and  my  fortunes 
a  -:,aimi  any  hy,  worth  namingg  this  crack  of  your  love  fiiall  grow  flronger 
then'twas  before. 

Cij/.  You  advife  me  well. 
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Jag.  1  proteft  in  the  finccrity  of  love  and  honeft  kindnefs. 

Caf,  I  think  it  freely,  and  betimes  in  the  m.orning,  will  I  befeech  the  ver^ 
tuous  Vefdemona^  to  undertake  for  me  i  I  am  defperate  of  my  fortunes,  if  they 
check  me  here. 

^  Jag,  You  are  in  the  right : 

Good  night  Lieutenant,  I  n:>uft  to  the  watch. 

Caf.  Good  night  honeft  Jago,  Exit. 

Jag.  And  what's  he  then,  that  fays  I  play  the  villain, 
When  this  advice  is  free  I  give,  and  honeft, 
Probal  to  thinking,  and  indeed  the  courfe,.  ♦ 
To  win  the  Moor  agen  ?  For  'tis  moft  cafie 
The  inclining  Vefdemona  to  fubdue. 
In  any  honeft  fuit  (he's  fram'd  as  fruitful. 
As  the  free  Elements :  and  then  for  her 
To  win  the  Moor,  wer't  ta  renounce  his  baptifm. 
All  fcals  and  fymbols  of  redeemed  fin. 
His  focjl  is  fo  infetter'd  to  her  love. 
That  (he  may  make,  unmake,  do  what  (he  lift, 
Even  as  her  appetite  Qiall  play  the  god 
With  his  weak  fundion  :  how  am  I  then  a  villain. 
To  counfel  Cajjio  to  this  parrallel  courfe, 
Diredly  to  his  good  ?  divinity  of  hell. 
When  devils  will  their  blackeft  fins  put  on, 
They  do  fuggeft  at  hrft  with  heavenly  ftiews? 
As  I  do  now  y  for  whilft  this  honeft  fool 
Plys  Vefdemona  to  repair  his  forti.nes, . 
And  ftie  for  him,  pleads  ftrongly  to  the  Moor 
rie  pour  this  peftilence  into  his  ear, 
That  (he  repeals  him  for  her  bodies  luft  > 
And  by  how  much  ftic  ftrives  to  do  him  good. 
She  ftiall  undo  her  credit  with  the  Moor  , 
So  will  I  turn  her  vertue  into  pitch. 
And  out  of  her  own  goodncfs,  make  the  net  * 
That  ftiall  enmeOi  them  all :  Enter  Roderigo. 

How  now'  Ruderigo  ? 

Rad.  I  do  follow  here  in  the  chaf(?,not  like  abound  that  hunts,  biit  one  that 
fiWs  up  the  cry:  my  money  is  almoft  fpent,  I  ha  been  tonight  exceedingly 
well  cudgell'd  >  I  think  the  ifTue  will  be  ,  1  (hall  have  fo  much  experi- 
ence for  my  pain^,  and  fo  no  money  at  all,  and  with  a  little  more  wit  re- 
turn to  Venice. 

Jag,  How  poor  are  they,  that  have  not  patience? 
What  wound  did  ever  heal  but  by  degrees  ? 
Thou  knowcft  we  work  by  wit,  and  not  by  witchcraft. 
And  wit  depends  ondilatory  time. 
Does  not  go  well  ?  Caffio  has  beaten  thee^ 
And  thou,  by  that  fmall  hurt,  hath  caQieir'd  Caffio^ 
Tho  other  things  grow  fair  againf\  the  fun, 
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Yet  fruits  that  bloffom  firft,  willfirft  be  ripe , 
Content  thy  felf  a  while  \  by  'th'  mafs  'tis  morning  > 
PIcafure,  and  adion,  make  the  hours  feem  (hort ; 
Retire  thee,  go  where  thou  art  billitted  > . 
Away  1  fay,  thou  (halt  know  more  hereafter : 
Nay  get  thee  gon :  Some  things  are  to  be  done. 
My  wife  mult  move  for  Cafw  to  her  Miftrefs, 
riefet  her  on. 

My  felf  a  while,  to  draw  the  Moor  apart. 

And  bring  him  jump,  when  he  may  Cafto  find, 

Solliciting  his  wife :  I,  that's  the  way, 

Dull  not  devife  by  coldnefs  and  delay.  Exeunt 
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A£l:us  Tertius-  Scoena  prima. 

£;5//er  CafSo,  wHh  Mnjicians. 

CCaf,  "Ti  Ji  ^flers  play  here,  I  will  content  your  pains, 

XVjL  Something  that's  briefjand  bid  goodmorrow  General 

'ihey  play^  and  enter  the  Clown. 

Clc.  Why  Maflers,  ha  your  Inftruments  been  at  'Na}ks^ihzt  tbcy  fpeak  i'th' 

nofe  thus  ? 

Boy,  How  Sir,how  ? 

Clo,  Arethefel  pray,caird  wind  Inftruments  ? 
Boy.  1  marry  are  they  Sir. 
Clo,  O,  thereby  hangs  a  tail. 
Boy.  Whereby  hangs  a  tail  Sir  ? 

Clo.  Marry  Sir,  by  many  a  windTnftrumcnt  that  1  know.  But  Mafters, 
■  her's  money  for  you,  and  the  General  fo  likes  your  mtifick,  that  he  dcfiresyou 
fur  loves  fake,  to  make  no  more  noifc  with  it. 

Boy,  Well  Sir,  we  will  not. 

Clo,  1  f  y.^u  have  any  mufick  that  may  «ot  be  heard,  to't  again  \  but  as  they 
fay,  to  hear  mufick,  the  General  does  not  greatly  care. 
Bay.  We  ha  none  fuch  Sir. 

Clo,  Then  put  your  pipes  in  your  bag,  for  I'le  away  j  go  vanifh  into  air, 
away. 

Caf  Doft  thou  hear  my  honeft  friend  ? 

Clo,  No,  I  hear  not  your  honeft  triend,  I  hear  you. 

Caf,  Prethee  keep  l  p  rhy  quallets,  there's  a  poor  piece  of  gold  for  thee;  If 
tlic  Gentlewoman  that  attends  the  Generals  wife  be  ftirring,ten  her  there's  one 
C^jfp,  entreats  her  a  little  favour  of  fpeech-^ — wilt  thou  do  this  ? 

-      ^  *  Clo, 
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do.  She  is  ftirring  Sir,  if  (he  will  ftir  hither,  I  flialJ  fecm  to  notifie  unto 
her.  Writer  Jago. 

^Caf.  Do  good  my  friend :  In  happy  time  Jago,         Exit  Clown. 

Jag,  You  ha  not  been  abed  then. 

Caf.  Why  no,  the  day  had  broke  before  we  parted  : 
Iha  made  \io\Ajago  to  fend  in  to  your  wife, — my  fuit  to  her, 
Is, that  Qiewill  tovcrtuous  Vefdmona 
Procure  me  fome  accefs. 

Jag,  rie  fend  her  to  you  prefently. 
And  rie  devife  a  mean  to  draw  the  Moor 
Out  of  the  way,  that  youi  converfe  and  bufinefs 
May  be  more  free.  Exiu 

Caf,  I  humbly  thank  you  for't  :  I  never  knew 
A  Florentine  more  kind  and  honed. 

Enter  Emillia, 

Em.  Goodmorrow  good  Lievtenant,  lamforry 
For  your  difpleafure,  but  all  will  foon  be  well, 
The  General  and  his  wife  are  talking  of  it, 
And  (he  fpeaks  for  you  ftoutly :  the  Moore  replies, 
That  he  you  hurt  is  of  great  fame  in  Cyprus^ 
And  great  affinity,  and  that  in  wholfome  wifdom. 
He  might  not  but  refufe :  but  he  protefh  he  loves  you. 
And  needs  no  other  futor  but  his  likings, 
To  take  the  fafefl:  occafion  by  the  front. 
To  bring  you  in  again. 

Caf,  Yet  I  befeech  you. 
If  you  think  fit,  or  that  it  may  be  done, 
Give  me  advantage  of  fome  brief  difcourfe 
With  Defdemona  alone. 

Em.  Pray  you  come  in, 
I  will  beftow  you  where  you  (hall  have  time, 
To  fpeak  your  bofome  freely. 

C^f.  I  am  much  bound  to  you.  Exemt^ 

E/rter  Othello,  ]zgo^  and  other  Gentlemeru  • 

Otb.  Thefe  letters  give  Jago  to  the  Pilate, 
And  by  him  do  my  duties  to  the  State  > 
That  done,  I  will  be  walking  to  the  works, 
Repair  there  to  me. 

Jag.  Well  my  good  Lord>ric  do't, 

uth.  This  fortification  Gentlemen,  (hall  we  fee't  ? 

Gm.  We  wait  upon  your  Lord(hip.  Extnnu 
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Enter  Defdemona^CafliG  and  Emillia*. 

Def.  Be  thou  affur'd  good  Cajfto^  I  will  do 
All  my  abilities  in  thy  behalf. 

Em.  Good  Madam  do,  I  know  it  grieves  my  Husband* 
As  if  the  cafe  were  his, 

Def.  O  that's  an  honeft  fellow : — do  not  doubt  Cajfio^ 
But  I  will  have  my  Lord  and  you  again* 
As  friendly  as  you  were. 

Caf.  Bounteous  Madam, 
What  ever  (hall  become  of  Michael  Caffto^ 
He's  never  any  thing  but  your  true  fervant. 

Vef.  O  Sir,  I  thank  you,  you  do  love  my  Lord  : 
You  have  known  him  long,  and  be  you  well  affur'd^ 
He  (hall  in  ftrangefl:,  ftand  no  farther  oiF^ 
Then  in  a  politick.  di(tance, 

Caf,  I  but  Lady, 
That  policy  may  cither  laft  fo  longj 
Or  feed  upon  fuch  nice  and  wateri(h  diety 
Or  breed  it  felf,  fo  out  of  circumftance, 
That  I  being  abfent.,  and  my  place  fupplieJ,, 
My  General  will  forget  my  lov^  and  fervice. 

Pef,  Do  not  doubt  that,  before  Emillia  here, 
I  give  thee  warrant  of  thy  place  :  afTure  thee, , 
If  I  do  vow  a  friend(hip,  Tie  perform  it. 
To  the  laft  Article  :  my  Lord  (hall  never  reft, 
I'le  watch  him  tame,  and  talk  him  out  of  patience  2 
Hi3  bed  (hall  feem  a  School >  his  boord  a  fhrift, 
Tie  intermingle  every  thing  he  does^ 
With  Cajjio^s  fuit>  therefore  be  merry  Cafpd^ 
For  thy  Soliciter  ftiall  rather  die^, 
Then  give  thy  caufe  away. 

Enter  Othello,  Jago,  and  Gentkm^- 

Em,  Madani,  nere  comes  my  Lord. 
€af^  Madam  Vk  take  my  leave. 
T>ef.  Nay  Hay,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 
Cafi  Madam  not  now,  I  . am  very  ill  at  eafe, 
Vnht  for  mine  own  purpofe. 

Def.  Weir,  do  your  difcretioHo  Exit  Caffioi 

Jjjg.  Ha,  I  like  not  that. 

OtL  Whatdoft  thou  fay  ? 

^ag.  Nothing  my  Lord^  or  if,  — 1  know  not  whati 

0th  Was  not  that  Cajpo  parted  from  my  wife  ? 

Ji^^  Cafio  my  Lord  ?-^no  fure,  I  cannot  think  it, 


the  Moor  of  Venice. 


That  he  would  fteal  awa.y  fo  guilty-Iike, 
Seeing  you  coming. 

0th.  I  do  believe  'twas  he. 

Vef.  How  now  my  Lord, 
I  have  been  talking  with  a  Suitor  here, 
A  man  that  languifties  in  your  difpleafure. 

0th,  Who  iW  you  mean  ? 

Vef.  Why  your  Lieutenant  Caffta^  good  my  Lord, 
If  I  have  any  grace  or  power  to  move  you, 
His  prefent  reconciliation  take  : 
For  if  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  you> 
That  errs  in  ignorance,  and  not  in  cunning, 
I  have  no  judgment  in  an  honert  face, 
I  prithee  call  him  back. 

Oth^  Went  he  hence  now  ? 

Pef,  Yes  faith,  fo  humbled, 
That  he  has  left  part  of  his  griefs  with  me, 
To  fuffer  with  him  i  good  Love  call  him  back. 

0th.  Not  now  fweet  Vefdemon^  fome  other  time. 

Vef  But  Oiairt  be  Oiortly  > 

0th.  The  fooner  fweet  for  you. 

Vef  Shall't  be  to  n/ghc  at  Supper? 

0th,  No,  not  to  night. 

Vef,  To  morrow  dinner  then  ? 

0th,  1  (hall  not  dine  at  home, 
I  meet  the  Captains  at  theCittadel. 

Vef  Why  then  to  morrow  night,  or  Tucfday  morn, 
On  Tuefday  morn,  or  night,  orWednefday  morn, 
I  prithee  name  the  time,  but  let  it  not 
Exceed  three d ayes:  faith  he's  penitent. 
And  yet  his  trefpafs  in  our  common  reafon, 
(Save  that  they  fay,  the  wars  mu ft  make  examples, 
Out  of  her  belt)  is  not  almofta  fault, 
To  incurr  a  private  check  ;  when  (hall  he  come  ? 
TtWmc  Othello  :  I  wonder  in  my  foul 
"What  you  could  ask  me,  that  1  fhould  deny  ? 
Or  fland  lo  mamm'ring  on  P  What  Michael  Caffto } 
That  came  a  wooing  with  you,  and  fo  many  a  time 
When  I  have  fpokeof  you  difpraifingly. 
Hath  tane  your  part,  to  have  fo  much  to  do 
To  bring  him  in  ?  Trull  me,  I  could  do  much,  

0th,  Prithee  no  more,  let  him  come  when  he  will, 
1  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Vef  VVhy  this  is  not  a  boon 
^Tis  as  1  Ihould  intreat  you  wear  your  gloves: 
Or  feed  on  nouri(hing  dirties,  or  keep  you  warm. 
Or  fue  to  you,  to  do  a  peculiar  profit 
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To  your  own  perron  ;  nay,  when  I  have  a  fuit. 
Wherein  I  mean  to  touch  your  love  hideed, 
It  Qiall  be  full  of  poifeand  difficult  weight, 
And  fearful  to  be  granted. 

0th.  I  will  deny  thee  nothing, 
Whereon  1  dobefeech  thee  grant  me  this, 
To  leave  me  but  a  little  to  my  felf. 

Vef.  (hall  1  deny  you  ?  no,  farewel  my  Lord, 

0th.  Farewel  my  Defdmona^Vlt  come  to  thee  ftraigHtc 

Def,  EmiUia^  come,  be  it  as  your  fancies  teach  you, 
W' hat  ere  you  be  I  am  obedient.        Exeunt  Def.  and  Em. 

0th,  Excellent  wretch,  perdition  catch  my  foul, 
But  I  do  love  thee,  and  when  I  love  thee  not. 
Chaos  is  come  again. 

Jag.  My  noble  Lord. 

0th.  What  doi\  thou  fay  Jago  > 

Jag.  Did  Michael  Cajfio  when  you  wooed  my  Lady, 
Know  of  your  love  r* 

0th.  He  did  from  firft  to  laft :  —Why  doft  thou  ask  ? 

Jag,  but  for  a  fatisfadlionof  my  thought. 
No  further  harm. 

0th.  Why  ohhy  thought  J agp} 

Jag.  1  did  not  think  he  had  been  acquainted  with  hen. 

0th.  O  yes,  and  went  between  us  very  oft. 

Jag.  Indeed? 

0th.  Indeed?  I  indeed,  defcrn'ii  thou  ought  in  that? 
1$  he  not  honeft  ? 

Jag.  H' neft  my  Lord  0th.  Honeft  >\  honefi,^ 

Jag.  My  Lord,  for  ought!  know, 
Qth,  Whatdod  thou  think? 
Jag.  Think  my  Lord  ? 

0th.  Think  my  Lord  ?  why  doA  thou  ecchome, 
As  if  there  were  feme  monlkr  in  thy  thought, 
Too  hidious  to  be  Ihown  :  Thou  dolt  mean  fomething ;  - 
1  heard  thee  fay  but  now,  thou  lik'it  not  that  ? 
When  CaJJio  left  my  wife ;  what  didft  not  like  ? 
And  when  I  told  thee,  he  was  of  my  counfel, 
In  my  whole  ccurfe  of  woing  thou  cri'dft  indeed  ?^ 
And  didlVcontradj  and  purfe  thy  brow  tog,ether. 
As  if  thou  then  hadft  (hut  up  in  thy  brain, 
St)me  horrible  conceit :  If  thou  doft  love  me, 
Siicw  me  thy  thought. . 

Jag.  My  Lord  you  know  I  love  you. 
0th.  I  think  thou  doft. 
And  for  I  know,  thou  art  full  of  love  and  honefty, 
And  weio heft  thy  words,  before  thou  giv'ft  'em  breath,'. 
Therefore  thefe  Itops  of  thine  fright  me  the  more  i 
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For  fuch  things  in  a  falfe  dilloyal  Knave, 
Are  tricks  of  cuftome  >  but  in  a  man  that's  juft, 
They  are clofe  dilations,  workingfrom  the  heaif, 
That  palfion  cannot  rule. 

Jag,  Y ox  Michael  CafftOy 
I  dare  be  fworn,  I  think  that  he  is  honed. 

0th,  I  think  fo  too 

Jag,  MenQiouli  be  what  they  feem, 
Or  thofe  that  be  not,  would  they  might  feem  none* 

0th,  Certain,  men  (hould  be  what  they  feem, 

Jag,  Why  then  1  think  Cajfjo's  an  honeft  man. 

0th.  Nay,  yet  there's  more  in  this, 
I  prethee  fpeak  to  me,  as  to  thy  thinkings. 
As  thou  do(iruminatc,and  give  thy  worftof  thoughts, 
The  worll  of  words, 

Jag,  Good  my  Lord  pardon  me  j 
Though  I  am  bound  to  every  adt  of  duty, 
1  am  not  bound  to  that  all  llaves  are  free  too. 
Utter  my  thoughts :  Why,  fay  they  are  vile  and  falfe; 
As  where's  that  Pallace,  v/hereinto  foul  things 
Sometimes  intrude  not }  Who  has  a  breaft  fo  pure. 
But  fome  uncleanly  apprchenfions 
Keep  Leets  and  La w-dayes,  and  in  Seflion  fit 
With  meditations  lawful } 

0th,  TIiou  doft  confpire  againfl  thy  friend  Jago^ 
If  thou  but  thinkert  him  wrong'd,  and  raakefthis  ear^ 
A  it  ranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

Jag,  I  dobefeech^ou, 
Though  1  perchance  am  vicious  in  my  ghefs, 
rAs  I  confefsit  is  my  natures  plague, 
To  fpy  into  abufcs,  and  oft  my  jcaloulie 
Shapes  faults  that  are  not :)  that  your  wifdome  yet,'. 
Prom  one  that  fo  imperfedly  conceits, 
Would  take  no  notice,  nor  build  your  felfa  trouble. 
Out  of  my  fcatteringand  unfureobfcrvance  i 
It  were  not  for  your  quiet,  nor  your  good. 
Nor  for  my  manh'  od,  honeAy,  or  wifdome. 
To  let  you  know  ray  thoughts. 

0th,  What  doft  thou  mean  ? 

Jag,  Good  name  in  man  and  woman  (dear  my  Lord  j 
I^  the  immediate  Jewel  of  our  Souls : 
Who  rtcalsmy  purfe,  fkals  tra(b,'tis  fomething,  nothings 
'Twas  mine, 'tis  his,  and  has  been  (lave  to  thoufands ; 
But  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name, 
Robs  me  of  that  which  rot  inrichcs  him, 
And  makes  me  poor  indeed, 

0th,  ril  know  thy  thoughts. 

F  3 
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Jag.  You  cannot,  if  my  heart  were  in  your  hand> 
Nor  (hall  not,  whilft  'tis  in  my  cullody. 
0th.  Ha  > 

Jag.  O  beware  fmy  Lord)  of  jealoufie  v 
It  is  a  green  ey'd  monftcr,  which  doth  mock 
The  meat  it  feeds  on.  That  Cuckold  lives  in  blifs, 
Who  certain  of  his  fate,  loves  not  his  wronger: 
But  oh,  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  ore, 
Who  dotes,  yet  doubts,  fufpeds,  yet  flrongly  loves. 

0th.  O  mifery. 

Jag.  Poor  and  content  is  rich,  and  rich  enough, 
'Eur  riches  finelefs,  is  as  poor  as  winter. 
To  him  that  ever  fears  he  fliall  be  poor  ; 
Good  Heaven,  the  Souls  of  all  my  Tribe  defend 
From  jealoufie. 

0th.  Why,  why  is  this? 
Thinkft  thou  Tde  make  a  life  of  jealoufie  ? 
To  follow  (Hll  the  changes  of  the  Moon  . 
With  frefh  (ufpitions  ?  No,  to  be  once  in  doubt, 
Is  once  to  he  rcfolvM  :  exchange  me  for  a  Goat,  -  n 

When  I  (hall  turn  the  bufinefs  of  my  Soul 
To  fuch  exufflicate,  and  blown  furmifes, 
McUching  thy  inference  :  'tis  not  to  make  me  jealous. 
To  fay  my  wife  is  fair,  feeds  well, loves  company> 
Is  free  of  ^eech,  lings,  plays, and  dances  well  > 
Where  virtue  is,  thefe  are  more  virtuous : 
Nor  from  mine  own  weak  merits  will  I  draw 
The  fmalleft  fear,  or  doubt  of  her  revolt. 
For  (he  had  eyes,  and  chofen  me  :  no  Jaga^ 
ric  fee  before  I  doubt,  when  I  doubt, proves 
And  on  the  proof,  there  is  no  more  but  this ,  - 
Away  at  once  with  love  and  jealoufie 

Jag.  1  am  glad  of  it,  for  nowl  (hall  have  reafon 
To  (hew  the  love  and  duty  that  I  bear  you, 
With  franker  fpirit :  therefore  as  I  am  bound, 
Receive  it  from  me  :  1  fpeaknot  yet  of  proof. 
Look  to  your  wife, obferve  her  well  wkhCajpo  > 
Wear  your  eye  thus,  not  jealous,  nor  fecure, 
1  would  not  have  your  free  and  noble  nature. 
Out  of  felf-bounty  be  abus'd,  Jook  too't : 
\  kiK)w  cur  Country  difpoiition  well, 
in  yaiice  they  do  let  Heaven  fee  the  pranks, 
They  dare  not  (hew  their  husbands  :  their  hcOc  confciencc 
Is  not  to  leave't  undone,  but  keep't  unknown, 
0th.  Do(i  thou  fay  fo  ? 

Jag.  She  did  deceive  her  father  marrying  you  : 
And  when  (lie  feem'd  to  (hake  and  fear  your  looks, 
Siie  lov'd  them  molt. 
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Otk  And  fo  fte  did. 
Jag,  Why  go  too  then, 
She  that  fo  young,  could  give  out  fuch  a  feeming, 
To  feal  her  fathers  eyes  up,  clofe  as  Oak, 
He  thought  'twas  witchcraft  i  but  I  am  much  too  blame 
I  humbly  do  befeechyouof  your  pardon, 
For  too  much  loving  you. 

0th.  I  am  bound  to  thee  for  ever. 

Jag^  I  fee  this  hath  a  little  dafht  your  Spirits. 

Otlu  Not  a  jot,  not  a  jot. 

Truft  me,  I  fear  it  has. 
I  hope  you  will  conlider  whac  is  fpoke,. 
Comes  from  my  love  :  but  1  do  fee  you  are  mov'tf^. 
I  am  to  pray  you,  not  to  ftrain  my  fpeech 
To  groffer  ifTueSjnor  to  larger  reach, 
Then  to  fufpition. 

0th.  I  will  not.  , 
Jag,  Should  you  do  fo  my  Lord. 
My  fpeech  fliould  fall  into  fuch  vile  fuccefs, 
As  my  thoughts  aim  not  at :  CaJJto^s  my  worthy  friend ; 
My  Lord,  1  fee  you  are  mov'd. 

0th.  No,  not  much  mov'd, 
I  do  not  think  but  Vefdemonas  honeft. 

Jag*  Long  live  (he  foj  and  long  live  you  fo  think  fo.^ 
Oth.  And  yet  how  nature  erring  from  it  felf. 
Jjg.  I,  there's  the  point :  as  to  be  bold  with  you^. 
Not  to  affed  many  propofed  matches^ 
Of  her  own  clime,  complexion,  and  degree. 
Whereto  we  fee  in  all  things  nature  tends  > 
Fie  we  may  fmcllin  fuch  a  will  moft  rank, 
Foul  difproportion,  thoughts  unnatural. 
But  pardo  n  me :  I  do  not  in  pofition, 
Diftindly  fpeakofher,  thol  may  fear 
Her  will  rccoy  ling  to  her  better  Judgment, 
May  fall  to  match  you  with  her  country  forms, 
And  happily  repent.. 

0th,  Farewil,  if  more 
Thou  doi\  perceive,  let  me  know  m.ore,  fet  cm 
Thy  wife  toobferve  cleave  me  Jago, 
Jag.  My  Lord  1  take  my  leave. 
Oth^  Why  did  1  marry  ?  This  honeft  creature  doubt lefs 
Sees,  and  knows  more,  much  more  than  he  unfolds. 

Jag.  My  Lord,  I  would  1  might  intreat  youi  honour. 
To  fcan  this  thing  no  farther^  leave  it  to  time, 
And  though  'tis  ht  that  CaJ/Fo  have  his  place, 
(For  fure  he  tills  it  up  with  great  ability,) 
Yet  if  you  plcafc  to  hold  him  off  a  while. 
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You  fhall  by  that,  perceive  him  anJ  his  means  i 
Note  if  yourLady  drain  her  entertainment, 
With  any  ftrong  or  vehement  importunity, 
Much  will  be  fecn  in  that,  in  the  mean  time, 
Let  me  be  thought  too  bulie  in  my  fears, 
( As  worthy  caufe  I  have,  to  fear  I  am  :j 
And  hold  her  free,  1  do  befeech  your  honour. 
0th,  Fear  not  my  government. 
Jjg.  I  once  more  take  my  leave.     *  [^ExiL 
0th.  This  fellow^'s  of  exceeding  honefty, 

And  knows  all  quantities  with  a  learned  fpirit 

O'  humane  dealings  :  If  I  do  prove  her  haggard, 

Tho  that  her  Jeffes  were  my  dear  heart  firings, 

Vdc  whiAle  her  off,  and  let  her  down  the  wind. 

To  prey  at  fortune.  Happily,  for  I  am  black> 

And  have  not  thofe  foft  parts  of  converfation. 

That  Chamberers  haver,or  for  I  am  declined 

Into  the  vale  of  years,  yet  that's  not  much, 

She's  gone,  I  amabus'd,and  my  relief 

Muft  be  to  loath  her  :  O  curfe  of  marriage. 

That  we  can  call  thefe  delicate  creatures  ours, 

And  not  their  appetites :  1  had  rather  be  a  Toad, 

And  live  upon  the  vapor  in  a  dungeon. 

Then  keep  a  corner  in  a  thing  T  love, 

'For  others  ufes :  yet  'tis  the  plague  of  great  ones. 

Prerogative  are  they  lefs  then  the  bafe> 

"Tis  deftiny  unftiunnable,  like  death  : 

Even  then  this  forked  plague  is  fated  to  us, 

W hen  we  do  quicken :  Defdemona  comes, 

II  (he  be  falfe,  O  then  Heaven  mocks  it  felf, 

J'le  not  believe  it.  . 

Enter  Defdemona  and  Emillia 

Vef,  How  now  my  dear  Othello  > 
Your  dinner,  and  the  generous  llander 
By  you  invited,  do  attend  your  prefence. 
-   Otk  1  am  to  blame, 

Def.  Why  is  your  fpeech  fo  faint  ?  arc  you  not  well  ^ 

■Otb.  I  have  a  pain  upon  my  forehead,  hear. 

Def,  Why  that's  with  watching,  'twill  away  again  j 
Let  me  . but  bind  it  hard,  within  this  hour 
It  will  be  well. 

Oth,  Your  napkin  is  too  little  : 
Let  it  alone,  come  I'll  go  in  with  you. 

Def.  I  am  very  lorry  that  you  are  not  well. 

Em.  I  am  glad  I  have  found  this  napkin,  Exit  0th.  and  Dcf. 

This 
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This  was  her  firft  remembrance  from  the  Moor, 

My  wayward  husband,  hath  a  hundred  times 

Wooed  me  tofteal  it,  but  (he  fo  loves  the  token. 

For  he  conjui'd  her  (he  (hould  eva  keep  it. 

That  fhc  refervs  it  ever  more  about  her, 

To  kifs  and  talk  too  \  Tie  ha  the  work  tane  out. 

And  giv't  Jago :  what  he'll  do  with  it, 

Heaven  knows,  not  I,  [Enter  Jago. 

I  nothing,  but  topleafe  his  fantafie. 

Jag,  How  now,  what  do  you  here  alone  ? 

Em.  Do  not  you  chide,  I  have  a  thing  for  you. 

Jag,  A  thing  for  me,  it  is  a  common  thing — 

£m.  Ha> 

Jag,  To  have  a  fooli(h  wife. 

Em.  O,  is  that  all  ?  what  will  you  give  me  now. 
For  that  fame  handkerchief  ? 

Jag.  What  handkerchief  ?  ' 

Em,  What  handkerchief  ? 
Why,  that  the  Moor  firfi  g^we  toVefdemona^ 
That  which  fo  often  you  did  bid  me  fteal. 

Jag.  Ha'ft  ftole  it  from  her  > 

Em.  No  faith,  (he  let  it  drop  by  negligence, 
And  to  the  advantage,  I  being  here  took  it  up  ; 
Look,  here  it  is. 

Jag,  A  good  wench,  give  it  me. 

Em.  What  Will  you  da  with  it. 
That  you  have  been  fo  earneft  to  have  me  filch  it  ? 

Jag.  Why,  what's  that  to  you  ? 

Em,  IPt  be  not  for  fome  purpofe  of  import, 
Giveme't  again,poorLady,  ftie'll  run  mad 
When  (he  (hall  lack  it. 

Jag,  Be  not  you  acknown  on't,  I  have  ufe  for  it : — go  leave  me 
I  will  in  Cafto's  lodging  lofe  this  napkin.  Exit  Em. 

And  let  liim  find  it  :  Trifles  light  as  Air 
Are  to  the  jealous  confirmations  ftrong 
As  proofs  of  holy  Writ,  this  may  do  fomething ; 

The  Moor  already  changes  with  my  poifon,  ^ 
Dangerous  conceits  are  in  their  natures  poifons, 
Which  at  the  firft  are  fcarce  found  to  diftaft  i 

But  with  a  little  zd:  upon  the  blood,  lEntcr  Othello* 

Burn  like  the  mines  ofSulphure:  1  did  fay  fo: 

Look  where  he  comes,  not  Poppy,  nor  Mandragora,  -  . 

Nor  all  thedroufie  (irops  of  the  world, 
Shall  ever  medicine  thee  to  that  fwcet  fleep, 
Which  thou  owed  ft  yeftcrday. 

Otb.  Ha,  ha,  falfq.to  mc,  to  mc  ? 

Jag.  Why  how  now  General  ^  no  more  of  that. 

G  Otb. 
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0th.  Avant,  be  gone,  thou  haft  fet  me  on  the  rack, 
1  fwear,  'tis  better  to  be  much  abus'd. 
Then  but  to  know'ta  little, 

Jag.  How  now  my  Lord 

Oth.  What  P:nce  had  I  of  her  ftolne  hours  of  lull:  i 
I  (aw't  not,  thought  it  not,  it  harm'd  not  me, 
I  llcpt  the  next  night  well,  was  free  and  mejry  ^ 
I  found  not  GaJJio^s  kiffes  on  her  lips  j 
He  that  is  rob'd,  not  wanting  what  is  ftolne, 
Let  him  not  know't  and  he's  not  rob'd  at  ail.. 

Jag.  I  am  forry  to  hear  this. 

Oth.  I  had.  been  happy  if  the  general  Camp 
Pyoncr^and  all,  had  tailed  her  fweet  body. 
So  1  had  nothing  known  :  O  now  for  ever 
Farevvelthe  tranquile  mind, farewel content',. 
Farewel  the  plumed  Troop,  and  the  big  wars> 
That  makes  ambition  virtue:  Q  farewel, 
Farewel  the  neighing  Steed,  and  the  (hrill  Trump^, 
The  fpirit-ftirring  Drum,  the  ear- piercing  Fife?. 
The  royal  Banner,  and  all  quality, 
Pride,  pomp,  and  circumftance  of  glorious  war&  . 
AndO  ye  mortal  Engines^  whofe  wide  throats. 
The  immortal  Joves  great  clamors  counterfeit  v 
WsiTCWcly  Othello* s  Occupation's  gone> 

Jag.  \i\  poffible  my  Lord  ?' 

Oth...  Villain,  be  fure  thou  prove  my  Love  a  whore^ ' 
Be  fure  of  it,  give  me  the  ocular  proof, 
Or  by  the  worth  of  my  eternal  Soul^ 
Thou  hadrt  better  have  been  born  a  dog^ 
Then  anfwer  my  wak*d  wrath., 

Jag.  1(1  come  to  this  h 

Oth,  Make  me  to  fee't,or  at  the  leaft  fo  proveit^ 
T^hn  the  probation  bear  no  hinge,  nor  loop, 
To  hai]g  a  doubt  on  :  or  woe  upon  thy  life*, 

Jag.  My  noble  Lord. 

Oth^  If  thou  doft  (lander  her,  and  torture  me> 
Never  pray  more,  abandon  all  remorce:  ^ 
On  horrors  head^  horrors  accumulate  : 
Do  deeds  to  make  Heaven  weep,  all  Earth  amai'd. 
For  nothingcanlV thou  to  damnation  add  greater  than  thatr 

J^K*  O  grace,  O  Heaven, defend  me. 
Are  you  a  man  have  you  a  foul  or  fcnfe  ? 
God  buy  yoti,  take  ray  Office, — O  wretched  foolj 
That  lived  to  make  thine  honefty  a  vice  : 
O  monllrous  world  take  note,  take.note  O^wGrld*. 
To  be  dired:  and  honeft  is  not  fafe,  . 
Sthauk  you  for.this  protit,  and  from  hence,. 
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rie  love  no  friend,  fincelove  breeds  fuch  offence. 

Otb.  Nay  ftay,  thou  (houldilbe  honeft, 

Jag.  I  rfiould  be  wife,  for  honefty's  a  fool. 
And  lofes  that  it  works  (or. 

0th,  By  the  world, 
I  think  my  wife  be  honeft,  and  think  (he  is  ix>t, 
I  think  that  thou  art  jud,  and  think  thou  art  noti 
rie  have  fome  proof :  her  name  that  was  as  frefti 
As  Vians  vifage,  is  now  begrim'djand  black 
As  mine  own  face  :  if  there  be  cords  or  knives, 
Poyfon,  or  fire,  or  fuffocatingflreams, 
rie  not  endure  it ;  would  I  were  fatisticd. 

Jag.  I  fee  Sir,  you  are  eaten  up  with  paffion, 
I  do  repent  me  that  I  put  it  to  you  > 
You  would  be  fatisHed. 

Oih.  Would >  nay,  I  will. 

Jag.  And  may,  but  how,  how  fatisfied  my  Lord  ? 
Would  you  the  fupervifion  grofsly  gape  on, 
Behold  her  topt  > 

0th.  Death  and  damnation — oh. 

Jag.  It  were  a  tedious  difficulty  I  think, 
To  bring  'em  to  that  profpedl,  damn  'em  then, 
If  ever  mortal  eyes  did  fee  them  bouUkr 
More  than  their  own  >  what  then,  how  then  ? 
What  (hall  I  fay  ?  where's  fatisfadion  ^ 
It  is  impolTible  you  (hould  fee  this, 
Were  they  as  prime  as  Goats,  as  hot  as  Monkies, 
As  fait  as  Wolves  in  pride,  and  fools  as  grofs 
As  ignorance  made  drunk  :  but  yet  I  fay. 
If  imputation  and  (Irong  circumliances, 
Which  lead  diredly  to  the  dore  of  truth 
Will  give  you  fatisfadion,  you  may  ha't. 

0th,  Give  me  a  living  reafon,  that  (he's  difloyal. 

Jag.  I  do  not  like  the  Office, 
But  fith  I  am  enter'd  into  this  caufefo  far, 
Prickt  to't  by  foolifti  honeflyand  love, 
I  will  go  on  :  1  lay  with  Cajfio  lately. 
And  being  troubled  with  a  raging  tooth,  I  could  not  fleep, 
There  area  kind  of  men  fo  loofe  of  foul. 
That  in  their  fleep  will  mutter  theit  affairs. 
One  of  this  kind  is  Cafpo  : 
Id  fleep  I  heard  him  fay,  Sweet  Ve/Hemona^ 
Let  us  be  wary,  let  us  hide  our  toves  > 
And  then  Sir  would  he  gripe  and  wring  my  hand, 
Cry  out  fweet  aeature,  and  then  kifs  me  hard. 
As  if  he  pluckt  up  ki/fes  by  the  roots, 
That  grew  upon  my  lips,  then  layed  his  kg 
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Over  my  thigh,  and  figh'd^  and  kiffed,  and  then 
Crycd,  curfed  fate,  that  gave;  thee  to  the  Moon. 

0th,  O  inontirous,  monflrous. 

^ag.  Nay,  this  was  but  his  dream. 

Oih.  But  this  denoted  a  fore-gon  conclufioir,. 
'Tis  a  (lire  wd  doubt,  tho  it  be  but  a  dream. 

Jjg,  And  this  may  help  to.thicken  other  proofs,. 
That  do  demonflrate  thinly. 

Vtl\  rie  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 

Jag,  Nay,  but  be  wife,  yet  we  fee  nothing  done,. 
She  may  be  honeft  yet :  tell  me  but  this, 
Have  you  not  fometimes  fcen  a  handkerchief> 
Spotted  with  fira wherries  in  your. wives  hand  ? 

0th.  I  gave  her  fuch  a  one,  'twas  my  ir\vi\  gift;. 

Jag,  I  know  not  that,  but  fuch  a  handkerchief^ 
I  am  fure  it  was  your  wives,  did  1  to  day 
See  Cajfio  wipe  his  beard  with» . 

Oih.  iPt  be  that. 

Jag.  If  it  be  that,  or  any,  it  was  hers. 
It  fpeaks  againft  her,  with  the  other  proofs* 

Oih.  O  that  the  flave  had  forty  thoufand  livcs^ 
Qne  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  revenge: 
Now  I  do  fee 'tis  true,  look  here  Jago^ 

All  my  fond  love,  thus  do  I  blow  to  Heaven,  'tis  gone.. 

Arife-bkck  vengeance  from  thy  hollow  Cell, 

Yield  up  O  lovdthy  crown,  and  hearted  Throne, 

To  tyrannous  hate,  fwell  bofome  with  thy  fraught, 

Kor 'tis  of  Afpicks  Tongues.  [he  J^eels^ 

Jag.  Pray  be  content. 

Otk  O  blood,  JjgOi  bUx)d. 

Jag.  Patience  I  fay,  your  mind  perhaps  may  change., , 

0th,  Ncvtrjago.. 
Like  to  the  Ponack^Scz^ 
VVhofe  icy  current  and  compulfive  courfc, 
Ne'r  feels  retiring  ebbe,  but  keeps  dua  on^ . 
To  the  Froponfick^md  the  Hellejpont: 
Even  fa  my  bloody  thoughts,  with  violent  pace,  , 
Shall  ne're  look  back,  ne're  ebbe  to  humble  love. 
Till  that  a  capable  and  wide  revenge 
Swallow  them  up.  Now  by  yond  marble  Heaven, 
In  the  due  reverence  of  a  facred  vow, 
1  here  engage  my  words. 

Jag.  Da  not  rife  yet :  [J^iP  kp^^^^^ 

Wi tnefs  the  ever- burning  lights  above^ 
You  Eiement5  that  clip  us  round  about  » 
Witnefstlr^t  here,  ^^^j^odoth  give  up 
The  executioHof :hi3  wit,  hand,  heart. 
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To  wrong'd  Othello's  fervice :  let  him  command, 
And  to  obsy,  (ball  be  in  me  remorce, 
What  bloody  work  fo  ever. 

Otk  I  greet  thy  love  i 
Not  w^ith  vain  thanks,  but  with  acceptance  bounteous, 
And  will  upon  the  inftant  put  thee  to't, 
Within  thefe  three  dayes,let  me  hear  thee  fay 
That  Cafio*s  not  alive. 

Jag.  My  friend  is  dead  : 
'Tis  done  as  you  rcque(i,but  let  her  Vive, 

0th.  Damn  her  leud  minks  :  O  damn  her, 
Come,  go  with  me  apart,  I  will  withdraw. 
To  furnilh  me  with  fome  fwift  means  of  deaths 
For  the  fair  devil ;  now  art  thou  my  Lieutenant. 

Jag.  I  am  your  own  for  ever.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Defdemona,  Emillia,  and  the  Clovc^n. 

Vef.  Do  you  know  Sirra,  where  the  Lieutenant  Cafro  lies  ^ 
Clo.  I  dare  not  fay  he  lies  any  where, 
Def,  Why  man  ? 

Clo.  He  is  a  Souldier,  and  for  one  to  fay  a  Souldier  lies,  is  dabbing. 
Vef,  Go  too,  where  lodges  he  ? 

Clo,  To  tell  you  where  he  lodges,  is  to  tcll  you  where  Mie. 
Vef.  Can  any  thing  be  made  of  this  ^ ' 

Clo.  1  know  not  where  he  lodges,  and  for  me  to  devife  a  lodging,  and  fay. 
he  lies  there,  were  to  lye  in  mine  own  throat. 

Vef.  Can  you  enquire  him  out,  and  be  edihed  by  report  ? 

Clo.  1  will  catechize  the  world  for  him,  that  is,  make  queft ions,  and  by 
them  anfwer. 

Vef.  Seek  him,  bid  him  ccme  hither,  tell  him  I  have  m.ovcd  my  Lord  in  his 
behaU,  and  hope  all  will  be  well. 

Clo.  To  do  this,  is  within  the  compafs  of  mans  wit,  and  therefore  Vie  at- 
tempt the  doingof  it.  [E^it^  . 

Vef.  Where  (hould  1  lofe  that  handkerchief  Ew///ij  ? 

Em,  I  know  not  Madam. 

Vef  Believe  miC,  I  had  rather  lofe  my  purfe 
Full  of  Crufadoes  :and  but  my  noble  Moor, 
Is  true  of  mind,  and  made  of  no  fuch  bafenefs, 
As  jealous  creatures  are,  it  were  enough 
To  put  him  to  ill  thinking, 

Em.  Is  he  not  jealous  ? 

Vef  Who  he  >  1  think  the  Sun  where  he  was  born, 
Drew  all  iuch  humors  from  him.  [^Enter  Othelk). 

Em.  Look  where  he  comes. 

Vef.  I  will  not  leave  him  now. 
Till  Caffio  be  caird  to  him  :  how  is  it  with  you  my  Lord  ? 

0th.  Well  my  good  Lady  ;  O  hardnefs  to  dilfenible  : 

How 
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How  Ac^owVefJemona^ 
Vef.  Well,  my  good  Lord. 

Otk  Give  me  your  hand,  this  hand  is  moift  my  Lady, 
DeJ]  It  yet  has  felt  no  age,  nor  known  no  forrow. 
0th,  This  argues  fruitfulnefs  and  liberal  heart. 
Hot,  hot,  and  moift,  this  hand  of  yours  requires 
A  fequcfter  from  liberty  :  fafting  and  praying, 
Much  caftigation,  exercife  devout  > 
For  here's  a  young  aud  fweating  devil  here, 
That  commonly  rebels :  'tis  a  good  hand, 
A  frank  one. 

V.f,  You  may  indeed  fay  fo. 
For  'twas  that  hand  that  gave  away  my  heart. 

Otb,  A  liberal  hand,  the  hearts  ot  old  gave  hands, 
But  our  new  heraldry  is  hands,  not  hearts, 

Def.  I  cannot  fpeak  of  this  j  come  now  your  promife. 

0th.  What  promife  chuck  ? 

J)ef.  I  have  fent  to  bid  Cajjio  come  fpeak  with  you, 

0th.  I  have  a  fait  and  fullen  rhume  offends  me, 
Lend  me  thy  handkerchief. 

Def,  Here  my  Lord. 

0th,  That  which  I  gave  you. 

Def.  T  have  it  not  about  mc. 

0th.  Not. 

Vef.  No  indeed  my  Lord^ 

0th.  That's  a  fault:  that  handkerchief 
Did  an  Eg)ftian  to  my  mother  give. 
She  was  a  Charmer,  and  could  almoft  read 
The  thoughts  of  people  i  fhetold  her  wnile  (he  kept  it, 
'Twould  make  her  amiable,and  fubdue  my  father 
Intirely  to  her  love :  But  if  Qie  loft  it. 
Or  made  a  gift  of  it,  my  fathers  eye 
Should  hold  her  loathed,  and  his  fpirit  (houldhunt 
After  new  fancies :  She  dying  gave  it  me, 
And  bid  me,  when  my  fate  would  have  me  wive. 
To  give  it  her  \  I  did  fo,  and  take  heed  on' t. 
Make  it  a  darling  like  your  precious  eye, 
Tolofe,  er  giv't  away,  were  fuch  perdition, 
As  nothing  elfe  could  match. 

Dc/:  Is't  polTible  > 

0th.  'Tis  true,  there's  magick  in  the  web  of  it, 
A  Sybel  that  had  numbred  in  the  world. 
The  Sun  to  courfe  two  hundred  compafTes, 
In  her  prophetick  fury,fowed  the  work  : 
The  worms  were  hallowed  that  did  breed  the  filk, 
And  it  was  died  in  Mummy,  which  the  skilful 
C  oncerve  of  Maidens  hearts. 
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Def  Indeed,  is't  true  > 
0th.  Moft  veritable,  therefore  look  to't  well. 
Def,  Then  would  to  God  that  1  had  never  feen  it. 
0th,  Ha,  wherefore  ? 

J)ef.  Why  do  you  fpeak  fo  ftartingly  and  raOi  ? 
0th.  Vl\  loll  I  i'rt  gone?  fpeak,  is  it  out  o'th  way  ? 
Vef.  Blefsus. 
0th.  Say  you? 

Def.  I  t  is  not  loft,  but  what  and  if  it  were  ? 
0th.  Ha. 

Def,  I  (ay  it  is  not  loft. 

0th.  Fctch't,  let  me  fee  it, 

T>ef.  Why  fol  can  Sir,  but  I  will  not  now, 
This  is  a  trick,  to  put  me  from  my  fuit, 
I  pray  let  Cajfw  be  receiv'd  again. 

0th.  Fetch  me  that  handkerchief,  my  mind  mifgives. 

Def.  Come,  come,  you'l  never  meet  a  more  fufticient  man.. 

0th.  The  handkerchief. 

Def  A  man,  that  all  his  time 
Hath  founded  his  good  fortunes  on  your  love, 
Shar'd  dangers  with  you. 

0th.  The  handkerchief. 

Def  In  footh  you  are  to  blame. 

0th.  Away.  JEx//i 

Em.  Is  not  this  man  jealous  ? 

Def  I  nere  faw  this  before  : 
Sure  ther's  fome  wonder  in  this  handkerchief, 
L  am  moft  unhappy  in  the  lofsof  if. 

Efiier  Jago  and  CaflTio. 

Em.  'Tis  not  a  year  or  two  ftiews  us  a  man^ 
They  are  all  but  ftomachs,  and  we  all  but  food  v 
They  eat  us  hungerly,  and  when  they  are  full. 
They  belch  us  j  look  you,  Cajpo  and  my  husband. 

Jag.  There  is  no  other  way,  'tis  (he  muft  do  iti 
And  lo  the  happinefs,  go,  and  importune  her. 

Def.  How  now  good  Cajpo^  what's  the  news  with  you  ? 

Caf  Madam,  my  former  fuit :  I  do  befeech  you, 
That  by  your  vcrtuous  means,  I  may  again, 
Exift,  and  be  a  member  of  his  love. 
Whom  I,  with  all  the  oflke  of  my  heart, 
Intircly  honour,  I  would  not  be  delayed  : 
If  my  offence  be  of  fuch  mortal  kind , 
That  not  my  fcrviccpaft  nor  prefcncforrow.^'j 
Norpurpos'd  merit  in  futurity, 
Can  lanfom  me  into  his  love  again 


48  OTHELLO, 

But  to  know  fo,  muft  be  my  benefit, 
So  (liall  1  cloath  me  in  a  forc'd  content, 
And  (hut  ray  felf  up  in  fome  other  courfe. 
To  fortunes  almes. 

T>cf,  Alas  thrice  gentle  Cj^^, 
My  advocation  is  not  now  in  tune  i 
My  Lord  is  not  my  Lord,  nor  fhould  T  know  him. 
Were  he  in  favour,as  in  humor  alter'd  : 
So  help  me, every  fpirit  fandihed, 
As  I  have  fpoken  for  you  all  my  beft, 
And .  fiood  within  the  blank  of  his  difpleafure. 
For  my  free  fpeech  you  muft  a  while  be  patient, 
W  ^at  I  can  dol  will,  and  m.orel  will 
Then  for  m.y  fcUT  dare,  let  that  fuffice  you* 

y^ig.  Is  miy  Lord  angry  ? 

Em,  He  went  hence  but  now. 
And  certainly  in  ftrange  unquietnefs. 

Jjg.  Can  he  be  angry  ?  I  have  feen  (he  Cannon, 
When  it  hath  blown  his  ranks  into  the  air  > 
And  like  the  devil  from  his  very  arm, 
Puft  his  own  brother,  and  can  he  be  angry? 
Soirething  of  moment  then  ;  I  will  go  meet  him. 
There's  matter  in't  indeed, if  he  be  angry. 

Def,  1  pretheedofo:  fomething  furc  of  State, 
Either  from  Vmce^oi  fome  unhatcht  pradlice. 
Made  demonftrable  here  in  Cypres  to  him, 
H.jrh  pudled  his  clear  fpirit,  and  in  fuch  cafes. 
Mens  natures  wrangle  withinferiour  things, 
'I  ho  great  ones  are  the  objed:, 
Tis  even  fo  •>  for  let  our  finger  ake. 
And  it  endues  our  other  healthful  members, 
Even  to  that  fenfe  of  pain  h  nay,  we  muft  think, 
Men  are  not  gods, 

Nor  of  them  look  for  fuch  obfervances 
As  fits  the  Bri-Ial :  befhiew  me  much  Emillia^ 
I  vyas  (unhandfbme  warrier  as  1  am) 
Arraigning  his  unkind nefs  with  my  foul  ? 
But  now  1  find,  I  had  fubborn'd  the  witnefs, 
And  he's  indited  falfly. 

Em,  Pray  heaven  it  be  State  matters  as  you  think. 
And  no  conception,  nor  no  jealous  toy 
Concerning  you. 

Dif,  Alas  the  day,  T  never  gave  him  caufe. 

Ki77.  But  jealous  fouls  will  not  be  anfwered  fo, 
1  h:y  are  not  ever  -jealous  for  the  caufe, 
EiK  jealous  for  they  are  jealous :  'tis  a  monfter, 
Begot  upon  it  felf,  born  on  it  feif. 
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IDef,  Heaven  keep  that  TOonfter  from  0//;el^V  mind* 
Em,  Lady,  Amen. 

Vif.  I  will  go  feek  him,  Cafto  walk  here  aboift, 
If  I  do  find  him  Hr,  Tie  move  your  fuit,       Exeunt  Defd. 
And  feek  to  aifcdl  it  to  my  uttermoft.  andEmiWid.. 

Caf,  I  humbly  thank  your  Ladilhip.         Enter  Bianca, 

Bian,  Save  you  friend  CaJJjo, 

Caf.  What  make  you  from  home  ? 
How  is  it  with  you  my  moll  f3irBij;?c^? 
Indeed  fwect  love  I  was  coming  to  your  houfe. 

Bia,  And  I  was  going  to  your  lodging  CaJJtOy 
What  keep  a  week  away?  fevendays  and  nights, 
Eightfcore  eight  hours,  and  lovers  abfent  hours. 
More  tedious  then  the  dial,  eightfcore  times, 

0  weary  reckoning ! 
Caf,  Pardon  me  Bianca^ 

1  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been  prcft. 
But  1  (hall  in  a  more  continuate  time, 

Strike  off  this  fcore  of  abfence:  fweet  BUnca^ 
Take  me  this  work  out, 

Bia,  Oh  C<2//?a,  whence  came  this  ? 
This  i  s  fome  token  from  a  newer  friend 
To  the  felt  abfence,  now  I  feel  a  caufe, 
Is't  come  to  this  ?  well,  well. 

Caf,  Go  to  woman, 
Throw  your  vile  ghefTes  in  the  devils  teeth, 
From  whence  you  have  them,  you  are  jealous  now. 
That  this  is  from  fome  Miihefs,  fome  remembrance. 
No  in  good  troth  Bianca, 

Bia,  Why,  whofeis  it  ? 

Caf,  I  know  not  fweet,  I  found  it  in  my  chimber, 
I  like  the  work  well,  ere  it  be  demanded, 
As  like  enough,  it  will  I'de  have  it  coppicd. 
Take  jt  and  do't  and  leave  me  for  this  time. 

Bia,  Leave  you,  wherefore  ? 

Caf,  I  do  attend  here  on  the  General, 
And  think  it  no  addition,  nor  my  wifti. 
To  have  him  fee  me  woman'd. 

Bia»  Why  I  pray  you  ? 

Caf,  Not  that  I  love  you  not. 

Bia,  But  that  you  do  not  love  me : 
I  pray  you  bring  me  on  the  way  a  little, 
And  fay,  if  I  (hall  fee  you  foon  at  night. 

Caf,  *Tis  but  a  little  way  that  I  can  bring  you, 
For  I  attend  here,  but  Tie  fee  you  foon. 

Bia.  Tis  very  good,  I  muft  be  circumflanc'd.  Exmt, 
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Adus  Quartus.  Scoena  prima, 

E»^er  Jago  W  Othello. 

VV      0th.  T\im\i[ojago. 
Jag,  Whatjto  kifs  in  private  ? 
0th.  An  unauthoriz'd  kifs. 
jf^^.  Or  to  be  naked  with  herTriend  abed, 
An  hour,  or  more,  not  meaning  any  harm  ? 

Oih,  Naked  abed  j^^^^g^?,  and  not  mean  harm  ^ 
!t  is  hypocrifie  againrt  the  devil  ; 
They  that  mean  vertuoufly,  and  yet  do  fo, 
The  devil  their  vertue  tempts,  and  they  tempt  heavens- 

Jag.  So  they  do  nothing  'tis  a  venial  flip'? 
But  if  I  give  my  wife  a  handkerchief. 

Oik  What  then  ?^     ^  .  \ 

Jag,  Why  then  'tis  hers  my  Lord,  and  being  KefS^. 
She  may.,1  think,  beftow't  on  any  man. 

0th*  She  is  proteftrefs  of  her  honour  tooty 
May  (he give  that? 

Jag,  Her  honour  is  an  effence  that's  not  feen. 
They  have  it  very  oft,  that  have  it  not : 
But  for  the  handkerchief 

Oik  By  heaven  1  would  moA  gladly  have  forgot  it' 
Tliou  faidft  f  Oit  comes  o're  my  memory, 
As  doth  the  Raven  o're  the  infeded  houfe? 
Boding  to  alio  he  had  my  hand.kerchief. 
Jctg.  What  of  that 
Oib,  That's  not  fo  good  now.- 

Jag.  What  if  I  had  fa  id  I  had  feen  him  do  you  vwng  ^ 
Or  heard  him  fay,  (as  knaves  be  fuch  abroad, 
who  having  by  their  own  importunate  fuite, 
Gi.  voluntary  dotage  of  fome  MiAris, 
Conjured, or  fuppTied  them,  cannot  chufe. 
But  they  rnuft  blab,) 

0th.  Hath  he  faid  any  thing  > 

Jag,  He  hath  my  Lord,  but  be  you  wdl  aifur'd, . 
No  more  then  he'l  unfwear. 

O^k  Whatjiathhefaid  ? 

Jag,  Why  that  he  did — I  know  not  what  he  didi 

Qik,  What?  '  jT^g.  Lye.. 

Otk 
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Otk  Witii? 

Jag,  With  her,  on  her,  what  you  will. 

0th.  Lie  with  her,  lie  on  her  ?  We  fay  lie  on  her,when  they  bely  her lye  with 
her,  that's  fulfome,  handkerchiefs,  confcifion,  handkerchiefs:  to  confefs,  and  be 
hang'd  for  his  labour,  hr/i:  to  be  hang'd,  and  then  to  confefs  >  I  tremb'e  at  it; 
Nature  would  not  invert  her  felfin  fuch  (hadowing  paflion,  w^ithout  fome  in- 
ftrudion :  It  is  not  words  that  (hakes  me  thus,  (pith )  nofes,  ears,  lips :  Is't  pof- 
fible  }  confefs  ?  handkerchief?  O  devil.  Falls  in  a  trance, 

Jag,  Work  cn  my  medicine,  work ;  thus  credulous  fools  are  caught,  and  ma- 
ny worthy  and  chall  Dames,  even  thus  (all  guiltlefs)  meet  reproach ;  What 
ho  my  Lord,  my  Lord  I  fay,  Othello^ — how  now  Cajjto  .<* 

Enter  Cailio. 

Caf.  What's  the  matter/* 

Jag.  My  Lord  is  fallen  into  an  Epilepfy, 
This  IS  his  fecond  fit,  he  had  oneyelterday. 

Caf.  Rub  him  about  the  temples. 

Jjg,  No,  forbear. 
The  Lethargy  mufi  have  his  quiet  courfe. 
If  not,  he  foams  at  mouth,  and  by  and  by 
Breaks  out  to  favage  madnefs :  look, he  ftirs  : 
Do  you  withdraw  your  felf  a  little  while. 
He  will  recover  ftraight  ,  when  he  is  gone, 
I  would  on  great  occalionfpeak  with  you. 
How  is  it  General,  have  you  not  hurt  your  head  ? 

Otb.  Doft  thou  mock  me  ?  Exit  Caf. 

Jag,  I  mock  you,  no  by  heaven, 
Would  you  would  bear  your  fortunes  like  a  man. 

0th,  A  horned  man's  a  monfter,  and  a  bead. 

Jag,  There's  many  a  beaft  then  in  a  populous  City, 
And  many  a  civil  monfter. 

0th.  Did  he  confefs  ^ 

Jag,  Good  Sir  be  a  man. 
Think  every  bearded  fellow,  that's  butyoak'd. 
May  draw  with  you,  there's  millions  now  alive, 
That  nightly  lye  in  thofe  improper  beds, 
Which  they  dare  fwear  peculiar  :  your  cafe  is  better : 
0  'tis  the  fpite  of  hell,  the  fiends  arch  mock, 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  fccure  Couch, 
And  to  fuppofe  her  chart :  No,  let  me  know. 
And  knowing  what  lam,  I  know  what  (he  ftiall  be. 

Oih.  O  thou  art  wife,  'tis  certain, 

Jag,  Stand  you  a  while  apart, 
Confine  your  felf  but  in  a  patient  lirt  : 
Whilft  you  were  here  orcwhclmed  with  your  gticf^ 
-(A  palfionmoft  unfitting  fuch  a  man,) 

H  a  Caf. 
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Cjfjo  cam  hither,!  fliifted  him  away, 
And  layedgood  fcufe  upon  your  extafy  v 
Bad  him  anon  retire,  and  here  fpeak  with  me; 
The  which  he  promised :  But  incave  your  fclf, 
And  mark  the  jears,  the  gibes,  and  notable  fcorns, 
That  dwell  in  every  region  of  his  face  , 
For  I  will  make  him  tell  the  tale  anew, 
V/here,  how,how  oft>  how  long  ago,  and  when, 
He  has,  and  is  again  to  cope  your  wife  : 
1  fay,  but  mark  hisgefture,  marry  patience. 
Or  I  (hall  fay,  you  are  all  in  all,  in  fpleen, 
And  nothing  of  a  man. 

0th.  Dolt  thou  hc2iX  Jago^ 
I  will  be  found  mod  cunning  in  my  patience  v 
But  dolr  thou  hear,  moll  bloody. 

Jag,  That's  not  amifs : 
But  yet  keep  time  in  all :  will  you  withdraw  ^ 
Now  will  I  queftion  Cafto  of  Bianca  j 
A  hufwife,  that  by  felling  her  defires, 
Buys  her  fclf  bread  andcloaths  i  it  is  a  creature, 
That  dotes  on  Cafw  >  as'cis  theftrumpets  plague 
To  beguile  many,  and  be  bcguil'd  by  one  ;        Enter  Ca£ 
He,  when  he  hears  of  her,  cannot  refrain 
From  the  exccfs  of  laughter :  here  he  comes; 
As  he  fhall  fmile  Othello  (hall  go  mad. 
And  his  unbookifli  jealbufie  muiVconfter, 
Poor  Cafto^s  frailes,  geflures,  and  light  behaviour, 
Quite  in  the  wrong  :  How  do  you  now  Lievtenant  ^ 

€af.  The  worfer  that  ^ou  give  me  tht  addition, 
Whofe  want  even  kills  me* 

J^g.  Ply  Vefdemona  welt,  and  you  are  fure  on't.. 
Now,  if  this  fuit  lay  in  Bimcas  power, 
How  quickly  fhould  you  fpeedi. 

Cafl  Alas  poor  cative. 

0th,  Look  how  he  laughs  already. 

Jag,  I  never  knew  a  woman  love  man  fo. 

Caf,  Alas  poor  rogue, !  think  indeed  (he  loves  me^'- 

0th,  Nowhe  denies  it  faintly,  and  laughs  it  out. . 

Jag,  Do  you  hear  Cajfia  ? 

0th,  Now  he  importunes  him  to  teil it  on  ? 
Go  to,  well  faid. 

Jag,  She  gives  it  out  that  you  fliall  marry  her. 
Do  you  intend  it  } 

Caf^  Ha,  ha,  ha. . 

Oth^  Do  you  triumph  Romarr,  do  you  tf  iumph  ? 
Caf,  I  marry  her  I  what }  a  Cuftomer 
I  prethfic  bear  fome  charity  to  my  wit, 
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Do  not  think  it  fo  unwhoJfome  :  ha,  ha,  hd. 
0th,  So,  fo,  fo,  fo,  they  laugh  that  wins. 
Jag,  Why,  the  cry  goes,  that  you  (hall  marry  her, 
Caj',  Prethec  fay  true. 
Jag,  I  am  a  very  villain  clfe, 
0th,  Ha  you  fcoar'd  me  ?  well. 

Caf,  This  is  the  monkics  own  giving  out,  (he  is  pcrfwaded  I  will  marry 
her,  out  of  her  own  love  and  flattery,  not  out  of  my  promife. 
0  th,  J  ago  beckons  me,  now  he  begins  the  ftory. 

Caf.  She  was  here  even  now,  (he  haunts  me  in  every  place,  I  was  tother 
day  talking  on  the  fea  bank  with  certain  Fenciians,  and  thither  comes  this  bau- 
ble, falls  me  thus  about  my  neck. 

0th,  Crying,  O  dear  CaJJio^  as  it  were  :  his  gcfture  imports  it. 

C;^/^  So  hangs  andjolls,  and  wecp>  uponme  i  fo  hales,and  pulls  me,ha,ha,ha. 

0th,  Now  he  tells  how  (he  pluckt  him  to  my  Chamber  i 
I  fee  tliat  nofe  of  yours,  but  not  that  dog  1  (hall  thiow't  ta. 

Caf,  Well,  1  muft  leave  her  company :  Enter  Bianca. 

Before  me,  look  where  (he  comes, 

Tis  fuch  another  Fitchew  i  marry  a  perfum'd  one :  What  do  you  mean  by  this 
haunting  of  me  ? 

Bia  \  Let  the  devil  and  his  dam  haunt  you  :  what  did  you  mean  by  that 
fame  handkerchief  you  gave  me  even  now  ?  1  was  a  hne  fool  to  take  it  i  1  mult 
fake  out  the  work,  a  likely  piece  of  work,  that  you  fhould  hnd  it  in  your  cham- 
ber, and  nor  know  who  left  itthtie:  this  is  fome  minxes  token,  and  1  niu(i- 
take  I  ut  the  work  there,  give  it  the  hobby-horfe  i  wherefoever  you  had  it, 
ric  takeout  no  work  on' t. 

Caf,  How  now  my  fweet  B'r>?c4.  hownow,  how  nowi^ 

0th.  By  iieavcn  that  fhould  be  my  handkerchief. 

Bia,  An  you'll  come  to  fupper  to  night,  you  may,  an, you  will  not,  come 
when  you  are  next  prepared  for.      *  Exit, 
Ja^,  After  her,  after  her. 
Caf,  I  mu(},  (hc'l  rail  i'the  firec^elfe. 
Jag,  You  fup  there. 
Caf,  Yes,  I  intend  fo. 

Jag^  Well.  1  may  chance  to  fee  you,  for  I  would  very  fain  fpeak  with 
you. 

Caf.  Prethee  come,  will  you  ? 

Jag,  Go  to,  fay  no  more.  Exit  CalTIo, 

0th,  How  (hall  1  murder  him  Jago  > 

Jag,  Did  you  perceive,  how  he  laughed  at  his  vice  ? 

0th.  OJago. 

Jag.  And  did  you  fee  the  handkerchief? 

0th,  Was  that  mine  ? 
I  would  have  him  nine  years  a  killing  \  a  fine  woman,  a  fair  woroan,  a  fweet 
woman. 

Jag.  Nay,  you  mud  forget  that 

0th.  And  let  her  rot  and  pcri{h,  and  be  damn'd  to  night,  foi  £he  (ball  not 
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live  :  no^my  heart  is  turnM  toaftone  s  I  Rrikeit,and  it  hurtsmy  hand  :.0  the 
world  has  not  a  fweatcr  creature,  (he  might  lie  by  an  Emperors  fide,  and  com- 
iTund  him  tasks. 

Jag,  Nay,  that's  not  your  way. 

X)th,  Hang  her,  I  do  not  fay  what  Qic  is:  So  delicate  with  her  neadle,  an 
adiriirable  Mufitian  j  O'flic  will  iingthc  favagenefs  out  of  a  Bear  ,  of  fb  high 
and  plcntious  wit  aiid  invention. 

Jdg,  She's  the  worfe  for  all  this. 

Oib*  A  thoufand  thoufand  times:  and  then  offo  gentle  a  condition. 
Jag,  I,  too  gentle. 

Otk  Nay  that's  certain,  but  yet  the  pity  of  it  Jago^oh  the  pity. 
Jag.  If  you  be  fo  fond  ov^er  her  iniquity,  give  her  patent  to  otfend,  for  if  it 
touches  not  you,  it  comes  near  no  body, 

Otb,  I  will  chop  her  in  melTeSj — cuckold  me ! 
Jag,  O,  'tis  foul  in  her. 
O//7.  With  mine  Officer. 
Jag,  That's  fouler. 

0th,  Get  me  fome  poifon  j^^^go,  this  night  He  not  expoflulatewi'h  her,  left 
her  body  and  beauty  unpiovide  my  mind  agen,  this  r>ight  J^go. 

Jag,  Do  it  not  with  poyfon,  ftrangle  her  in  her  bed,  even  the' bed  (lie  hath 
ccntaminated. 

0th,  Good,  good,  the  ju(\ice  of  it  pleafes,  very  good. 

Jag.  And  tor  Cajfjoy  let  me  be  his  undertaker:  you  (hall  hear  more  by 
n  idni^ht.  J  trumpet. 

Enter  Lodovico,  Defdemona,  and  Attendants, 

0th.  Excellent  good : 
vVhat  Trumpet  is  that  fame  ? 

Jag,  Something  from  Venice  fure  j  'tis  Lodovico 
Come  from  the  Duke,  and  fee,  your  wife  is  with  him« 

Lod,  Save  you  worthy  General. 

Otk  With  all  my  heart  Sir. 

Lod.  The  Duke  and  Senators  of  Fe;2ice  greet  you. 

Otb.  I  kifs  the  inrtrument  of  their  pleafures. 

T>ef.  And  what's  the  news  good  coufen  Lodovico  P 

Jag,  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you  Seignior  : — 
Welcome  to  Cyprus, 

Lod.  I  thank  you,  how  does  Lieutenant  Capo } 

Jag,  Lives  Sir. 

Vef.  Coufen,  there's  fallen  between  him  and  my  Lord, 
hn  unkind  breach,  but  you  (hall make  all  well. 
0th.  Are  you  fure  of  that  ? 
Bef.  My  Lord. 

0th.  This  fail  you  not  to  do,  as  you  will. — 
Lod^  He  did  not  call,  he's  buliein  the  paper  .* 
Is  there  Divifion wixt  my  Lord  and  Ca^o  ^ 
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Vef,  A  moft  unhappy  one,  I  would  do  much 
to  attone  them,  for  the  love  1  bear  to  Cajfio^ 

Otb.  Fire  and  Brimflone. 

Vef.  My  Lord. 

Oih.  Are  you  wife  ? 

Vef,  What,  is  he  angry  ? 

Lod.  May  be  the  letter  mov'd  him ; 
For  as  I  think  they  do  command  him  home, 
Deputing  Caffto  in  his  government. 

hef  Truft  me,  I  am  glad  on't. 

0th.  Indeed. 

Vef.  My  Lord. 

0th.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  mad. 
Def.  How  fweet  Othello  ? 
0th.  Devil. 

Vef.  I  have  not  defcrv'd  this. 

Lod.  My  Lord,  this  would  not  be  believ'd  in  Venice, 
Tho  1  (liould  fwear  I  fa\V't :  'tis  very  much, 
Make  her  amends,  (he  weeps. 

0th.  O  Devil,  Devil, 
If  that  the  earth  could  teem  with  womens  tears. 
Each  drop  (he  falls  would  prove  a  Crocadile : 
Out  of  my  fight. 

Vef,  I  will  not  flay  to  offend  you. 

Lod.  Truly  an  obedient  Lady  ; 
I  do  befeech  your  Lordfhip,  call  her  back. 

0th.  Miltrefs. 

Vef.  My  Lord. 

Otb,  What  would  you  with  her  Sir  ? 
Lod.  Who  I  my  Lord  ? 

Oth.  I,  you  did  wifhthat  I  would  make  her  turn 
Sir  (he  can  turn?  and  turn,  and  yet  go  on, 
And  turn  again,  and  Qic  can  weep  Sir,  weep; 
And  Qiee's  obedient,  as  you  fay  obedient, 
Very  obedient,  proceed  ydu  in  your  tears. 
Concerning  this  Sir  :  O  well  painted  palTion : 
1  am  commanded  home  : — get  you  away, 
riefcnd  for  youaiK>n: — Sir,l  obey  the  Mandat, 
And  will  rcturne  to  Venice : — hence  avaait, 
Cajjio  (hall  have  my  place  >  and  Sir  to  night 
I  do  intrent  that  we  may  fup  together. 
You  are  welcome  Sir  to  Cypm^ — goats  and  monkics. 

Lod.  Is  this  the  noble  Moor,  whom  our  full  Senate 
Call  all  in  all  fufficient  ?  This  the  noble  nature, 
Whom  palfion  could  not  (hake  ?  Whofe  folid  vertue, 
The  (hot  ot  accident,  nor  dart  of  chance 
Could  neither  graze  nor  pierce  ? 
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Jjg.  He  is  iTTUch  changed. 

LoJ,  Are  his  wirs  fafe  ^  is  he  not  light  of  brain  ^ 

Jjg,  He's  that  he  is,  I  may  not  breath  my  cenfure, 

hat  he  might  be,  if  what  he  might  be,  he  is  not, 
I  would  to  heaven  he  were. 

Lod.  What,  ftrikehis  Wife! 

J'^ig.  Faith  that  was  not  fo  well  \  yet  would  I  knew 
That  ftroak  W'ould  prove  the  worih 

Lod,  Is  it  his  ufe  ? 
Or  did  the  letters  work  upon  his  blood, 
And  new  create  this  fault  ? 

Jag.  Alas,  alas: 
Jt  is  not  honeityin  me  tofpcak 
What  I  have  feen  and  known,  you  (hall  obferve 
And  his  owncourfes  wiil  denote  himfo> 
That  I  may  fave  tr*y  fpeech :  do  but  go  after  him. 
And  marke  how  he  continues. 

Lod.  I  amforry  that  I  am  deceiv'd  in  him  Exeunt. 

Enter  Othello  a^d  Emillia. 

Otb.  You  have  feen  nothing  then. 
Em.  Nor  ever  heard,  nor  ever  did  fufped^". 
0th.  Yes,  and  you  have  feen  Cafio  2nd  (he  together. 
Em.  But  then  I  faw  no  harm,  and  then  1  heard 
Each  fyllable  that  breath  made  up  between  'em. 
0th,  What,  did  they  never  whifper? 
Em.  Never, my  Lord. 
0th.  Nor  fend  you  out  o'the  way  ? 
Em.  Never. 

0th.  To  fetch  her  Fan,  her  Mask,her  Gloves.nor  nothing, 
Em.  Never,  my  Lord. 
0th.  That's  frrange. 

Et72.  I  durfi  my  Lord,  to  wager  (Tie  is  honeft, 
"Lay  down  my  foul  at  (lake :  if  you  think  other. 
Remove  your  thought,  it  doth  abufe  your  bofome. 
If  any  wretch  ha  put  this  in  your  head, 
Let  heaven  require  it  with  the  Serpents  curfe, 
For  if  (he  be  not  hone(l,  chad,  and  true. 
There's  no  man  happy,  the  porefi  of  their  wives. 
Is  foul  as  (lander.  Exit  Emillia. 

0th.  Bid  her  come  hither,  go. 
She  fays  enough,  yet  (he's  a  fimple  Bawd, 
That  cannot  fay  as  much :  this  is  a  fubtle  Whore, 
A  clofet,  lock  and  key,  of  villanous  fecrets, 
And  yet  (liee'l  kneel  and  pray,  1  ha  feen.  her  do't. 
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Vef,  My  Lord,  what  is  your  will  ? 

0th.  Pray  chuck  come  hither. 

Vef.  What  is  your  pleafure  ? 

0th.  Let  me  fee  your  eyes — look  in  my  face, 

Vef.  What  horrible  fancy's  this  > 

Otk  Some  of  your  fundion  Miftrefs, 
Leave  procreants  alone,  and  (hut  the  door, 
Coff,  or  cry  hem,  if  any  body  come, 
Your  Miftrefs>  your  Miftrefs,  nay  difpatch. 

Vef  Llpon  my  knees.  What  does  your  fpeech  import 
I  underftand  a  fury  in  your  words, 
But  not  the  words. 

0th.  Why,  what  art  thou? 

Vef  Your  wife  my  Lord,  your  true  and  loyal  wife* 

0th.  Come,  fwear  it,  dam  thy  felf. 
Left  being  like  one  of  heaven,  the  devils  themfelvcs 
Should  fear  to  feiie  thee,  therefore  be  double  damn'd  \ 
Swear  thou  art  honeft. 

Vef.  Heaven  doth  truly  know  it. 

0th.  Heaven  truly  knows,  that  thou  art  falfe  as  hell. 

Vef  To  whom,  my  Lord,  with  whom  how  am  1  falfe 

0th.  O  Vefdemona^  away,  away,  away. 

Vef.  Alas  the  heavy  day,  why  do  you  weep  ? 
Am  I  the  occafion  of  thofe  tears  my  Lord  ? 
If  haply  you  my  father  do  fufpe<^. 
An  inftrument  of  this  your  calling  back, 
Lay  not  your  blame  on  me  >  if  you  have  loft  him, 
Why  I  have  loft  him  too. 

Otb.  Had  it  pleas'd  heaven 
To  try  me  with  afflidion,  had  he  rain'd 
All  kinds  of  fores,  and  ftiames  on  my  bare  head, 
Steep'd  me  in  poverty  to  the  very  lips, 
Given  to  captivity,me  and  my  hopes, 
I  (hould  have  found  in  fome  part  of  my  foul 
A  drop  of  patience  \  but  alas  to  make  me 
A  fixed  figure,  for  the  time  offcorn, 
To  point  his  ilow  unmoving  finger  at — oh,oh, 
Yet  could  1  bear  that  too,  well,  very  well. 
But  there,  where  I  have  garncr'd  up  my  hcait. 
Where  cither  I  muft  live,  or  bear  no  life, 
The  fountain  from  the  which  my  currant  runs, 
Or  clfe  drives  up,  to  be  difcarded  thence. 
Or  keep  it  as  a  Ceflern,  from  foul  Toads 
To  knot  and  gender  in:  turn  thy  complexion  there, 
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Patience  thy  young  and  rofc-lip'd  Cherubin, 
I. here  look  grim  as  hell. 

T>cf,  I  hope  my  noble  Lord  efteems  me  honed,. 

Oth.  O  I,  as  fummers  flies  are  in  theftiambles, 
That  quicken  even  wuh  blowing : 

0  rhou  black  weed,  why  art  fo  lovely  fair  ? 

Thou  fraeirii  fo  fweet,  that  the  fence  akesat  thee^. 
Would  thou  hadft  ne're  been  born. 

Vtf.  Alas,  what  ignorant  lin  have  I  committed  ?^ 

Oth,  Was  this  fair  paper,  this  moft  goodly  book. 

Made  to  wTite  whore  upon  ?  What  committed 

Committed ;  Oh  thou  publick  Commoner  > 

1  (hould  make  very  forges  of  my  cheeks, 
That  v/ould  to  cinders  burn  upmodeRy, 

Did  I  but  fpeak  thy  deeds  :  what  committed  ^ 
Heaven  ftops  the  nofe  at  it,  and  the  Moon  winks  > 
The  bawdy  wind  that  kiiTes  all  itmeets^ 
Is  hulht  within  the  hallow  Mine  of  earth, 
And  will  not  hear't :  — what  committed^ — impudent  ftrumper, 
Vef,  By  heaven  you  do  me  wrong. 
Oih.  Are  not  you  a  ftrumpet  ? 
Vef,  No,  as  I  am  a  Chriftian  : 
If  to  preferve  thisveflel  for  my  Lord, 
Erom  any  other  foul  unlawful  touch. 
Be  not  to  be  a  firumpet,  I  am  none. 
Oth.  What,  not  a  whore  ? 
Vef.  Nojaslfhall  be  faved. 
Oth.       poflfible  ? 
Vef,  O  heaven  forgive  us- 
Oth^  I  cry  you  mercy  then, 
I -.took  you  for  that  cunning  whore  oi  Vmke:  Enter  EmilS^*. 

That  married  with  Othello :  You  mifirefs. 
That  have  the  office  oppofite  to  St.  Peters 
And  keeps  the  gates  in  hell ,  you,  you,  I  you  \ 
We  ha  done  our  courfe ,  there's  money  for  your  paios, 
1  pray  you  turn  the  key,  and  keep  our  counfel  ''^  '{'"^  Exitc 

Em,  Alas,  what  does  this  Gentleman  conceive:' 
How  da  you  Madam  ?  how  do  you  my  good  Lady: 
Vef.  Faith  half  a  ileep. 

Em,  Good  Madam,  what's  the  matter  with  my  Lord  r 
Pf/.  With  who? 

Ew.  Why,  with  my  Lord  Madam* 

Vef  Who  is  thy  Lord  ? 

jEw.  He  that  is  yours,  fweet. Lady, 

Vef  I  ha^none,;do  not  talk,  to  me  EmiUi'a^- 
rcannot  weep,  nor  anfwcr  have  I  none, .  * 
iStU.what  (hould  go  by  water;  prithee  to  night  ■ 
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Lay  on  my  bed  my  wedding  (heets,  remember, 
And  call  thy  husband  hither. 

£w.  Here  is  a  change  indeed.  Exit, 

Vef.  Tis  meet  I  fliould  be  ufd  foj  very  meet, 
How  have  I  been  behav'd,  that  he  might  flick 
The  fmair/l:  opinion  on  my  leall  mifufe.  Enter  Jago 

Jag.  What  is  y  our  pleafure  Madam  ^         and  Emillia. 
How  is't  with  you  ? 

Vef.  I  cannot  tell,  thofe  that  do  teach  young  babes, 
Do  it  with  gentle  means,  and  eafie  taskes  i 
He  might  ha  chid  me  fo,  for  in  good  faith, 
I  am  a  child  to  chiding. 

Jag.  What  is  the  matter  Lady  } 

Em.  Alas  Jago^  my  Lord  hath  fo  bewhor'd  her, 
Thrown  fuch  defpite,  and  heavy  tearms  upon  her 
As  true  hearts  cannot  bear. 

Vef.  Am  I  that  name  Jago  ? 

Jag.  What  name  fair  Lady  ? 

Vef.  Such  as  (he  fays  my  Lord  did  fay  T  was. 

Em.  He  call'd  her  whore  ^  a  beggar  in  his  drink 
Could  not  have  laid  fuch  tearms  upon  his  Callet. 

Jag.  Why  did  he  fo  ? 

Vef.  I  do  not  know,  I  am  fure  I  am  none/fuch. 

Jag.  Do  not  weep,  do  not  weep :  alas  the  day. 

Em.  Has  (he  forfook  fo  many  noble  matches. 
Her  Father,  and  her  Country,  and  her  Friends, 
To  be  caird  whore  ?  would  it  DOt  make  one  weep^ 

Pe/I  It  is  my  wretched  fortune. 

Jag.  Be(hrew  him  for  it;  how  comes  this  trick  upon  him? 

Vef.  Nay,  heaven  doth  know. 

Em.  I  will  be  hang'd,  if  fome  eternalvillain, 
Some  bufie  and  infinuating  rogue. 
Some  cogging,  coufening  flave,  to  get  fome  office. 
Have  not  devis'd  this  flander  Tie  be  hang'd  clfe. 

Jag.,  Fie  there  is  no  fuch  man,  it  is  impolLible. 

Vtf.  If  any  fuch  there  are  heaven  pardon  him. 

Em.  A  haltei  pardon  him,  and  hell  gnaw  his  bones  : 
Why  ftiould  he  call  her  whore  ?  who  keeps  her  company 
What  place,  what  time,  what  form,  what  likelihood  ?^ 
The  Moor's  abus'd  by  fome  moft  villanous  knave  > 
Some  bafe  notorious  knave,  fome  fcurvy  fellow  \ 
O  heaven,  that  ilich  companions  thoudft  unfold. 
And  put  in  every  honeft  hand  a  whip, 
To  lalh  the  rafcal  naked  through  the  world. 
Even  from  the  eaft  to'th  well. 

Jag.  Speak  within  doors. 

Em.  O  fie  upon  him  i  fome  fuch  Squire  he  waj, 
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Thar  turnd  your  wit,  the  feamy  fide  without, 
And  made  you  to  fufpecftme  with  the  Moor. 

Jag,  You  are  a  fool,  go  to. 

Def.  O  good  Jago-i 
What  (hall  I  do  to  win  my  Lord  again  ? 
Good  ftriend  go  to  him,  for  by  this  light  of  heaven, 
I  know  not  how  I  lolt  him. 
Here  I  kneel : 

If  ere  my  will  did  trefpafs'gainrt  his  love, 
Either  in  difcourfe,  or  thought,  or  aftual  deed. 
Or  that  mine  eyes,  mine  cars,  or  any  fence. 
Delighted  them  in  any  other  form  > 
Or  that  I  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did. 
And  ever  will  ^though  he  do  (hake  me  off 
To  beggerly  divorcement,)  love  him  deerly  : 
Comfort  forfwear  me  i  undindnefs  may  do  much*. 
And  his  unkindnefs  may  defeat  my  life, 
But  never  taint  my  love,  I  cannot  fay  whore, 
It  doth  abhor  me,  now  I  fpeak  the  word,, 
'  To  do  the  aft,  that  might  th'addition  earn, 
Not  the  worlds  mafs  of  vanity  could  make  me. 

Jag.  I  pray  you  be  content,  'tis  but  his  humour,, 
The  bufinefs  of  the  State  d*oes  him  offence, 
And  he  does  chide  w  ith  you. 

Vef,  If 'twere  no  other. 

Jag,  Tis  but  fo,  I  warrant  you : 
Hark  how  thefe  Infkum.ents  fummon  you  to  fupper. 
The  meat,  great  Meffengersof  Venice  fiay  i 

Co  inland  weep  not,  all  things  (hall  be  well.  Exit  woman,. 

How  now  JRoderigo  ?  Enter  Roderlgo. 

RaJ.  I  do  not  find  that  thou  deal'ft  iu(\ly  with  me. 

Jag,  What  in  the  contrary  ? 

K^^.  Every  day  thou  doffeftme  with  fome  device  Jago  *,  and  rather  as  it 
feems  fo  me  now,  keep  ft  from  me  all  conveniency,  then  fupplieft  me  with  the 
kaft  advantage  of  hope :  I  will  indeed  no  longer  indure  it,  nor  am  I  yet  ^cr- 
fwaded  to  put  up  in  peace,  what  already  I  have  fooli(hly  fuffered. 

Jag.  Will  you  hear  me  Kodtrigo  ? 

KocI,.  Sir  I  have  heard  top.much. 
For  your  words  and  performance. 
Are  no  kin  together. 

Jag,  You  charge  me  moft  unjudly. 

Kod.  With  nought  but  truth  :  I  have  wafled  my  felf  out  of  means  *, 
Jewels  you  have  had  from  me,  to  deliver  to  Vefdemona^  would  half  have  cor- 
rupted a  Votari(i :  yoa  have  told  me  (he  has  receiv'd  em,  and  returned  me 
expcdation,  and  comforts  of  fudden  refped  aud  acquaintance,  but  I  find 
none. 

Jag.  Well,  goto,  very  welL 


the  Moore  of  V mice. 


Kod>  Very  welJj  go  to,  I  cannot  go  to  (  man,)  nor  'tis  not  very  well  j  1  fay 
'tis  very  fcurvy,  and  begin  to  find  my  felf  fopt  in  it. 
Jag,  Very  well. 

Ro5.  I  fay  it  is  not  very  well :  I  will  make  my  felf  ^nown  to  Defdmonj  ,  it 
(he  will  return  me  my  Jewels,  I  will  give  over  my  fuit,  and  repent  my  un- 
lawful folicitation,  if  not,  alTure  your  felf,  Tie  feek  fatisfadion  of  you. 

Jag.  You  have  faid  now. 

Kod,  I,  and  faid  nothing,  but  what  T  proteft  entendment  of  doing, 
Jag.  Why  now  I  fee  there's  mettle  in  thee,  and  even  from  this  inftant,  do 
build  on  thee  a  better  opinion  then  ever  before  >  give  me  thy  hand  Roderigo  : 
Thou  haft  taken  againft  me  a  moft  juft  conception,  but  yet  1  proteft,  1  have 
dealt  moft  diredly  in  thy  affair. 
Rod.  It  hath  not  appeared. 

Jjg.  I  grant  indeed  it  hath  not  appeared  and  your  fufpition  is  not  without 
wit  and  judgment :  But  Roderigoy  if  thouhafi  that  within  thee  indeed,  which  I 
have  greater  reafon  to  believe  noW)  then  ever,  I  meaiv,  purpofe,  courage,  and 
valour  j  this  night  (hew  it  5  if  thou  the  next  night  following  enjoyednot  VeJ- 
demorta^  take  me  from  this  world  with  treachery,  and  devile  engines  for  my 
life. 

Rod.  Well,  is  it  within  reafon  and  compafs 

Jag.  Sir,  there  is  fpecial  commilTion  come  from  Venice^ 
To  depute  Cajfjo  in  Othello's  Place. 

Rod.  Is  that  true  ?  why  then  Othello  diud  Defdemonji 
Return  again  to  Venice. 

Jag.  O  no,  he  goes  into  Mjuritanhy  and  takes  away  with  him 
The  fair  J>efdcmona^  unlefs  his  abode  be  linger'd 
Here  by  fome  accident,  wherein  none  can  be  fo  determinate, 
As  the  removing  of  Ca^io. 

Rod,  How  do  you  mean  removing  of  him  ? 

Jag.  Why,  by  making  him  uncapible  of  Otbelto's  place, 
Knocking  out  his  brains. 

Rod.  And  that  you  would  have  me  to  do. 

Jag.  1,  and  if  you  dare  do  your  felf  a  profit  and  right  he  fups  to  night 
with  a  harlotry,  and  thither  will  I  go  to  him  >  —  he  knows  not  yet  of  his 
honourable  fortune  :  if  you  will  watch  his  going  thence,  which  I  will  fafhion 
to  fall  out  between  twelve  and  one,  you  may  take  him  at  your  pleafure ;  I  will 
be  neer  to  fecond  your  attempt,  and  he  (hall  fall  between  us :  come,  (land  not 
amai'd  at  it,but  go  along  with  me,l  will  (hew  youfuch  a  necellity  inhisde^th, 
that  you  (hall  think  your  felf  bound  to  put  it  on  him.  It  is  now  high  fuppcr 
time,  and  the  night  grows  to  waft  :  about  it. 

Rod.  I  will  hear  further  reafon  for  this* 

Jag.  And  you  (hail  be  fatisM.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Othello,  Dcfdemona,  Lodovico,  Emillia, 
and  Attcnd.mts. 
Lod.  I  do  befcech  you  Sir,  trouble  your  ft  It  no  fun  hi  r. 
0th.  O  pardon  me,  ic  ft^alldo  mc  good  to  walk. 

Ud. 
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LoJ,  Madam^  good  night,  1  humbly  thank  your  Ladiftiip* 
T>ef.  Your  Honour  is  raoft  welcome. 
0th  Will  you  walk  Sir : — O  Vefdemona, 
Vcf.  My  Lord. 

Otb.  Get  you  to  bed  o'the  inflant,  1  will  be  retum'd,  forthwith  difpatch 
your  Attendant  there, — look  it  be  done.  Exeunt. 
Vef,  I  will  my  Lord. 

Em,  H(5w  does  it  now  ?  he  looks  gentler  then  he  did. 

Vef,  He  fays  he  will  return  iiKontinent  ; 
He  hath  commanded  me  to  go  to  bed, 
And  bad  me  to  difmifs  you. 

Em,  Difmifs  m.e  ^ 

Vef,  It  was  his  bidding,  therefore  good  Emillia^ 
Give  me  my  nightly  wearing,  and  adieu. 
We  mult  not  nowdifpleafe  him. 

Em,  Would  you  had  never  fcen  him, 

Vef  So  would  not  I,  my  love  doth  fo  approve  him. 
That  even  his  ftubbornnefs,his  checks  and  frowns, 
(Prethee  unpin  me )  have  grace  and  favour  in  them. 

Em,  I  have  laid  thofe  (heets  you  bad  meon  the  bed. 

Vef,  All's  one>  good  father  j  how  foolifti  are  our  minds  > 
If  I  do  die  before  thee,  prethee  Qirowd  me 
In  one  of  thofe  fame  (heets. 

Em.  ComesCome,  you  talk. 

Vef,  My  mother  had  a  Maid  call'd  Barhary^ 
She  was  in  love,  and  he  (he  lov'd  prov'd  mad. 
And  did  for  fake  her  *,  (he  had  a  fong  of  willow, 
An  old  thing  'twas,  but  it  expreft  her  fortune. 
And  (he  died  finging  it  >  that  fong  to  night 
Will  not  go  from  my  mind  :  ~ 
I  have  much  to  do  i 

But  to  go  hang  my  head  all  at  one  fide,  and  fing  it  like  poor  Barhaiy  prethee 
difpaich. 

Em,  Shall  I  go  fetch  your  night-gown  ? 
Vef,  No,  unpin  me  here. 
'This  Lodovko  is  a  proper  man. 
Em,  A  very  handfomeman. 
Vef  He  fpeaks  well. 

Em,  I  know  a  Lady  in  Feflice,  would  have  walk'd  barefooted  toTaieftine  kt 
.a  touch  of  his  neither  lip. 

Defdemonay//?gx« 

*Ihe  por  foul  fat  fghing  hy  a  ficamour  tree^ 

fng  all  a  green  vpUIojv^ 
sHer  hand  on  her  hofome^  her  head  on  her  h/iee^ 
fng  rvilloiv^  williW^mlhrp  j 
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'the  frejh  fireatni  ran  hy  her^  and  murmuf'd  her  moans ^ 

fing  tvilljn>j  mlhrp^  willorip^ 
Her  fait  tears  fell  from  her,  which  foftned  the ftonts^ 

fingwillorp^  (Lay  by  thefej 

tpUlow^  vpillor^. 
(Piethec  hie  thee,  he'l  come  anon.) 

Swg  all  a  green  mllom  mufi  be  my  garland. 

Let  nobody  blame  him^  his  fcorn  1  approve : 
(Nay,  that's  not  next ;  hark,  who's  that  knocks  ?3 
Em.  'Tis  the  wind. 

Def.  I  call'd  my  Lovefalfe^  but  what  faid  he  then  ? 
fing mlloTVf  willow^  vp'tUorv^ 

Iflconrt  morvomen^yoHlcouch  n>ith  mo  men. 
So,  get  thee  gone,  good  night,  mine  eyes  do  itch. 
Does  that  boad  weeping  } 

Em.  Tis  neither  here  nor  there. 

Def  I  have  heard  it  faid  fo  :  O  thefe  men,thefcmen: 
Doft  thou  in  confcience  think  Ctell  me  Emillia^) 
That  there  be  women  do  abufe  their  husbands 
In  fuchgrofs  kinds  ? 

Em.  There  be  fome  fuch  no  queftion. 

Ve^.  Wouldrt  thou  do  fuch  a  thing,  for  all  the  world 

Em*  Why,  would  not  you 

Ti^f  No,  by  this  heavenly  light, 

Em,  Nor  I  neither,  by  this  heavenly  light, 
I  might  as  well  do  it  in  the  dark. 

Def  Wouldft  thou  do  fuch  a  deed,  for  all  the  world  ? 

Em,  The  world  is  a  huge  things  it  is  a  great  price 
For  a  fmall  vice.. 

Dcf  In  troth!  think  thou  wouldft  nor. 

Em.  In  troth  I  think  I  Qiould,  and  undo'f  when  I  had  done  it,  marry  I 
would  not  do  fuch  a  thing  for  a  joynt-ring,  or  for  meafures  of  Lawn,  nor  for 
Gowns,  Pctticots,  or  Caps,  nor  any  petty  cxi.bition",  tut  for  the  whole  world  : 
why  who  would  not  make  her  husband  a  Cuckold  to  make  him  a  Monarch }  I 
(hould  venter  purgatory  for  it. 

Def  BcQirew  mc,if  I  would  do  fuch  wrong 
For  the  whole  world. 

Em.  Why,  the  wrong  is  but  a  wrong  i'th  world  i  and  having  the  world  for 
your  labour,  'tis  a  wrong  in  your  own  world,  and  you  might  quickly  make  ic 
light. 

Def  I  do  not  think  there  is  any  fuch  woman. 

Em.  Yes,  a  dozen,  and  as  many  to  the  vantage,  as  wo  aid  (lore  the  world 
they  played  for. 

But  I  do  think  it  is  their  husbands  faults. 

If  wives  do  fall :  ( fay  th^t  they  flack  their  duties. 

And  pjur  our  treafures  into  turreign  laps. 

Or 
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Or  elfc  break  out  in  peevifti  jealoufies, 

Throwing  reftraint  uponus>  or  fay  they  ftrike  us, 

Or  fcant  our  former  having  in  difpightj 

Why  we  have  galls,  and  though  we  have  fome  grace, 

Yet  have  we  fome  revenge :  Let  husbands  know 

Their  v/ives  have  fence  like  them')  they  fee,  and  fmell^ 

And  have  their  pallats  both  for  fweet  and  fowre, 

As  husbands  have :  what  is  it  that  they  do, 

When  they  change  us  for  others?  is  it  fport? 

I  think  it  is    and  doth  affcdlion  breed  it  ? 

1  think  it  doth  ^  is't  frailty  that  thus  errs  ? 

It  is  fo  too'>  and  have  not  we  affedions  ? 

Defires  for  fport  ^  and  frailty  as  men  have  ? 

Then  let  em  ufc  us  well,  elfe  let  em  know. 

The  ills  we  do,  their  ills  inftrud  us  fo. 

Def,  Good  niglit,  good  night,  heaven  me  fuch  ufes  fend. 
Not  to  pick  bad  from  bad,  but  by  bad  mend.        Exeunt . 


Adus  Quintus,    Scoena  prima. 

Etjter  Jago  and  Roderigo. 

Jag,  T  TEre  ftand  behind  this  bulk,  ftrait  will  he  come, 
JLjLWeare  thy  good  Rapier  bare,  and  put  it  home, 
"Quick,  quick,  fear  nothing,  Fie  be  at  thy  elbow  > 
It  makes  us,  or  it  marrs  us,  think  of  that, 
^nd  fix  more  firm  thy  refolution. 

'^od.  Be  neer  at  hand,.JLmay  mifcarry  in't. 

Jdg.  Here  at  thy  hand,  be  bold  and  take  thyJIand. 

Kod,  I  have  no  great  devotion  to  the  deed  , 
And  yet  he  has  given  me  fatisfying  reafons  i 
^Tis  but  a  man  gon :  forth  my  1  word,  he  dies. 

jag.  I  have  rub'd  this-youn^Quat  almoft  to  the  fenft:, 
And  he  grows  angry,  now,  whether  he  kill  Caffto^ 
'Or  Vajpo  him,  or  each  do  kill  the  other, 
Every  way  makes  my  game ,  live  Roderigo^ 
He  calls  me  to  a  refiitution  large, 
for  Gold  and  Jewels  that  I  bob'd  from  him,. 
As  gifts  to  Defdemona  : 
It  mui\  not  be,  if  Caffjo  do  remain, 
He  has  a  dayly  beauty  in  his  life. 
That  makes  me  ugly :  and  befidcs,  the  Moor 
May  unfold  me  to  him  j  there  Itand  I  in  much  peril : 
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No,  he  muft  die,be't  fo,  I  hear  him  coming. 

Enter  C2iK\o. 

Kod,  I  know  his  gate, 'tis  he  >  villain  thou  dieft. 

Caf.  Thatthruft  had  been  my  enemy  indeed, 
But  that  my  coat  is  better  than  thou  know'ft  j 
1  will  make  proof  of  thine. 

Rod,  O,  I  am  flain. 

Cap  I  am  maim'd  for  ever,  light  ho,  murder. 
Enter  Othello. 

Otk  The  voice  of  Cajfto^  Jago  keeps  his  word. 

Kod^  O  villain  that  I  am. 

0th.  Hark, 'tis  even  fo. 

Caf,  O  help  ho,  light,  a  Surgeon. 

0th.  Tis  he,0  brave  y^^f?,honefi:  and  juft, 
That  haft  fuch  noble  fenfe  of  thy  friends  wrong. 
Thou  teacheft  mej — minion,  your  Dear  lies  dead. 
And  your  unbleft  fate  hies  i  (trumpet  1  come  i 
Forth  of  my  heart,  thofe  charms  thine  eyes  are  blotted, 
Thy  bed  luft  ftain'd,(hall  with  lufts  blood  be  fpotted. 

^nter  Lodovico  and  Gratiano. 

Caf.  What  ho,  no  watch,  no  paffage,  murder,  murder. 

Gra,  'Tis  fome  mifchance,  the  cry  is  very  direful 

Caf.  O  help.  Lod.  Hark. 

Kod,  O  wretched  villain. 

Lod.  Two  or  three  grones,it  is  a  heavy  night  ^ 
Thcfe  may  be  counterfeits,  let's  think't  unfafe 
To  come  into  the  cry  without  more  help. 

'Rod.  No  body  come,  then  ihall  I  bleed  to  death. 

Enter  Jago  voith  a  light* 

Lod.  Hark. 

Gra.  Here's  one  comes  in  his  thirty  with  lights  and  weapons. 

Jag.  Who's  there  ?  whofe  noife  is  this  that  cries  out  murder 

Lod.  1  do  notTtnow. 

Jag.  Did  not  you  hear  a  cry  ? 

Caf.  Here,  here,  for  heavens  fake  help  me. 

Jag.  What's  the  matter  ^ 

Gra,  This  is  OtheHo^s  Antient  as  1  take  it. 

Lod.  The  fame  indeed,  a  very  valiant  fellow. 

Jag.  What  are  you  here  that  cry  fo  gricvoufly  ? 
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Caf,  J^go^  O I  am  fpoil'd,  undone  by  villains, 
Give  mc  fome  help, 

Jag.  O  me,  Lievtcnant,  what  villains  have  done  this? 

Caf.  1  think  the  one  of  them  is  hereabout, 
And  cannot  make  away. 

Jjg,  O  treacherous  villains : 
What  are  you  there  ?  come  in  and  give  fome«'heIpi 

Kod»  O  help  me  here. , 

Caf,  That's  one  of  em. 

Jag,  O  murderous  flave,  O  villain*.  Ihrufts  him  in. 

Rod,  O  clamn'd  J^go^  O  inhuman  dog, — o,  o,  o. 

Jag,  Kill  men  i'th  dark  ?  where  be  thofe  bloody  thieves  ? 
How  lilent  is  this  Town  ^  Ho,  murder,  murder  : 
What  may  you  be  }  are  you  of  good  or  evil  ? . 
•  Lod.  As  you  lhall  prove  us,  praife  vs. 

Jag.  Seignior  Lodovico. 

Lod.  He  Sir. 

Jag.  I  cry  you  mercy :  here's  Cajfw  hurt  by  villains*. 
Gra,  CaJJjo, 

Jag,  How  is  it  brother  ? 
Caf.  My  leg  is  cut  in  two. 
Jag.  Marry  heaven  forbid  ^ 
iLight  Gentlemen,  Tie  bindit with  my  fliirt.. 

Bia.  What  is  the  matter  ho,  who  is't  that  cried? 
Jag.  Who  is't  that  cried  ? 

Bia.  O  my  dear  C^jjio^  O  my  fweet  CaJfjo^Caffio^  CaJJio, 

Jag.  O  notable  ftrumpet :  Caffio^  mzy  you  fufpecSt"^ 
Who  they  (hould  be  that  thus  have  mangled  you  J* 

Caf  No.  ;  •  • 

Gra,  l  am  ferry  to  find  you  thus,  I  have  bin  to  feekyou*  ■  n  o:^: 

Jag.  Lend  me  a  garter,  fo  >— ho  for  a  chair  to  bear  him  eafily  hence*. 

Bia,  Alas  he  faints,  O  Cajjio^  C^ffro^Caffio. 

Jag,  Gentlemen  all.  I'do  fufpcd  this  Trafli 
To  bear  a  part  in  this  injury ;  patience  awhile  good  Cafjjoh 
Gome,  conie,  lend  me  a  light : 
Know  we  this  face,  OF  no  ? 
Alas  my  friend,  and  my  dear  country-imn  : 
'Koderigo'^  nn^ycs  {^ixxt'-i  yts^^'iis'Rodmgo* 

Gra,  What,  of  F'a'ic^  ? 

Jag^  Even  he  Sit,  did  you  know. him  r 

Gra.  KncW"  him  ^  1. 

Jag.  Signior  Gratiano^l  cry  you  gentle  pardorrt 
Thele  bloody  accidents  muii  excuse  my  manners : . 
Th^t  fo  negiedcd  you, 

Grai 
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Gra,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you. 

Jag,  How  do  you  Ca^io  ?  O,  a  chair,  achair. 

Gra.  Roderigo  ? 

Jag.  He,  'tis  he :  O  that's  well  faid,  a  chair  *, 
Some  good  man  bare  him  carefully  from  hence, 
rie  fetch  the  Generals  Surgeon  :  for  you  Miftrefs, 
Save  you  your  labour)  he  that  lies  flain  here,  (Cajpo^) 
Was  my  dear  friend  >  what  malice  was  betwixt  you  ? 

Caf,  None  in  the  world,  nor  do  I  know  the  man. 

Jag.  What,  look  you  pale  ?  O  bear  him  out  o'th  air. 
Stay  you  good  Gentlewoman,  look  you  pale  Midrefs  ? 
Do  you  perceive  the  gedures  of  her  eye  > 
Nay, an  youftir,  we  fhall  have  more  anon : 
Behold  her  well  I  pray  you,  look  upon  her, 
Do  you  fee  Gentlemen  ?  nay  guiltinefs 
.Will  fpeak, though  tongues  were  out  of  ufe.     Enter  Emu 

Em,  'Las  what's  the  matter  ?  what's  the  matter  husband  ^ 

Jag,  CaJJio  has  been  fet  on  in  the  dark. 
By  KoderigOj  and  fellows  that  are  fcap't, 
He's  almort  flain,  and  Roderigo  dead. 

Em.  Alas  good  Gentleman,  alas  good  Cajjio, 

Jag,  This  is  the  fruit  of  whoring  >  prithee  Ewi/Zw, 
Go  know  of  Cajpo  where  he  fupt  to  night , 
What,  do  you  (hake  at  that  ? 

Bia.  He  fupt  at  my  houfe,but  I  therefore  (hake  not. 

Jag,  O  did  he  fo,  I  charge  you  go  with  me. 

Em,  Fie  upon  thee  ftrumpet. 

Bia.  I  am  no  Ikumpet,  but  of  life  as  honeft, 
As  you,  that  abufe  me, 

Em,  As  I  >  now  lie  upon  thee. 

Jag,  Kind  Gentlemen,  let's  go  fee  poor  Caffio  dreft » 
Come  Mi  fir  efs,  you  muft  tell's  another  tale. 
Emillia^  run  you  to  the  Cittadel, 
And  tell  my  Lord  and  Lady  what  hashapt : 
Will  you  go  on  ?  I  pray  this  is  the  night. 
That  either  makes  me,  or  foredoes  me  quite.  Exemt. 

Enter  OthtWo  rvith  a  light ^  WDefdemona  in  her  bed. 

0th.  It  is  the  caufc,  it  is  the  caufe,  my  foul, 
Let  me  not  name  it  to  you,  you  chall  (lars  : 
It  is  the  caufe,  yet  Tic  not  (bed  her  blood, 
Nor  fear  that  whiter  skin  of  hers  then  fnow, 
And  fmooth  as  monumental  alablaftcr  i 
Yet  (he  muft  die,elfc  (he'l  betray  jnore  men. 
Put  out  the  light,  and  then  put  out  the  light : 
If  I  quench  thee,  thou  flaming  Minilter, 
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I  can  again  thy  former  light  reftore, 
Should  I  repent  me  *,  but  once  put  out  thiae, 
Thou  cunningli  pattern  of  excelling  nature, 
I  know  not  where  is  that  Prometian  heat. 
That  can  thy  light  relumioe :  when  I  have  pluckt  the  rofe, 
I  cannot  give  it  vital  growth  again, 
It  muft  needs  wither  h  Tie  fmel  it  on  the  tree  v     kijf^s  her^ 
A  balmy  breath,  that  doesalmoft  pcrfwade 
Juftice  her  felf  to  break  her  fword  :  one  more  i 
Be  thus  when  thou  art  dead,  and  I  will  kill  thee. 
And  love  thee  after :  one  more,  and  this  the  laft  ; 
So  fweet  was  ne're  fo  fatal :  I  muft  weep, 
But  they  are  cruel  tears  :  thisforrows  heavenly,. 
It  lirikes  where  it  does  love :  (he  wakes* 
Vef.  Who's  there  ?  Othello  I 

T>ef.  Will  you  come  to  bed  my  Lord  ? 
Otl\  Have  you  prayed  to  night  Vefdemona  ? 
Def.  I  my  Lord. 

0th.  If  you  bethink  your  felf  of  any  crime, 
Vnreconcil'd  as  yet  to  heaven  and  grace, 
SoHcitefor  it  ftrait. 

Vef.  Alas  my  Lord,  what  do  you  mean  by  that  ^ 

Oth^  W^ell,  do  it,  and  be  brief,  I  will  walk  by, 
I  will  not  kill  thy  unprepared  fpirit, 
No,  heaven  fore-fend,  I  would  nor  kill  thy  fouL 

Thf.  Talk  you  cf  killing?  ^ 

0  th.  1,1  do. 

Vef.  Then  heaven  have -mercy  on  me. 

Oih.  Amien,  with  all  my  heart. 

"Def  If  you  fay  fo,  I  hope  you  will  not  kill  me^ 

Oth^  Hum. 

Vef  And  yet  I  fear  you,  for  y'are  fatal  then, 
W^hen  your  eyes  roul  fo :  why  I  fhould  fear,  \  know  mt^ 
Since  guilrinefs  I  know  not,  but  yet  I  feel  I  fear^ 

Otk  Think  on  thy  fins. 

Vef.  They  are  loves  I  bear  to  you. 

0th.  And  for  that  thou  diet! 

Vef  That  deaths  unnatural,  that  kills  for  loving 
Alas,  why  gnaw  you  fo  your  neather  lip : .  • 
Some  blocdy  palFion  (hakes  your  very  frame,, 
Thefe  are  portents :  but  yet  I  hope. 
They  do  not  point  on  me. 

0th.  Peace,  and  be  (iill. 

Vef  I  will  fo,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Qth.  That  handkerchief  which  Uelov'd^and  gave  thee. 
Thou  gavcfi  to  Ca^w.. 
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Vef.  N05  by  my  life  and  foul. 
Send  for  the  man  and  ask  him. 

0th.  Sweet  foul  take  heed,  take  heed  of  perjury. 
Thou  art  on  thy  death  bed. 

Vef*  I,  but  not  yet  to  die. 

0th.  Yes,  prefently : 
Therefore  confefs  thee  freely  of  thy  fin. 
For  to  deny  each  article  with  oath 
Connot  remove,  nor  choak  the  ft rong  conception 
That  Ido  groan  withal:  thou  ait  to  die. 

r>e/.  Then  Lord  have  m.ercy  on  me. 

0th.  I  fay  amen. 

T>ef.  And  have  you  mercy  too  : 
I  never  did  offend  you  in  my  life, — never  lov'd  Cajfio^ 
But  with  fuch  general  warranty  of  heaven, 
As  I  might  love  \  I  never  gave  him  token. 

0th,  By  heaven  I  faw  my  handkerchief  in  his  hand  t. 

0  perjur'd  woman,  thou  doft  ftone  my  heart. 
And  makft  me  call,  what  I  intend  to  do, 

A  murder,  which  I  thought  a  facrifice  > 

1  faw  the  handkerchief. 

Vef.  He  found  it  then, 
I  never  gave  it  him,  fend  for  him  hither, 
Let  him  confefs  a  truth* 

0th.  He  has  confeft. 

Vtf.  What,  my  Lord  > 

0th.  That  he  hath — vfed  thee.. 

T>ef^  How,  unlawfully  ? 

0th.  \. 

Vef.  He  will  not  fay  fo. 

0th,  No,  his  mouth  isf^op'd, 
Honell  J  ago  hath  tain  order  for't. 

Def.  My  fear  interprets  then, — what  is  he  dead  ?- 

0th.  Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives, 
My  great  revenge  had  llomack  for  em  all, 

Def  Alas  he  is  betray 'd,  and  1  undone, 

0th.  O  ftrumpct, — wecpclt  thou  for  him  to  my  face  ? ' 

Vef.  O  baiiifh  me  my  Lord,  but  kill  me  hot. 

0th,  Down  ftrumpet. 

Vef  Kill  me  to  morrow,  let  me  live  to  night* 

0th.  Nay,  an  you  ftrivc. 

Vef  But  half  an  hour, 

0th.  Being  done,  there  is  no  paufe. 

Vef,  But  while  I  fay  one  prayer.  hefltfles  her. 

0th.  'Tis  too  late.  Em'Wh  calls  rvithin. 

Em.  My  Lord,  niy  Lord,  what  ho,  my  Lord,  my  Lord. 

0th.  What  voice  is  this  ?  not  dead  ?  not  yet  quite  dead  ? 
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1  that  am  cruel,  am  yet  merciful, 

1  would  not  have  thee  linger  in  thy  pain  j — fo,fQ. 

Em.  What  ho,  my  Lord,  my  Lord. 

0th,  Who's  there? 

Em,  O  good  my  Lord,  I'de  fpeak  a  word  wich  you. 
0th,  Yesj  'tis  EmiHia,  by  and  by :  (he's  dead  : 
'Tis  like  (he  comes  to  fpeak  of  C affio' s  dc^th  y 
The  noife  was  here  >  ho,  no  more  moving. 
Still  as  the  grave  (hall  (he  com^e  m  ?  wer't  good  ? 
I  think  (he  Itirs  again  j  no,  what's  thebeft  ? 
If  (he  come  in,  (he'l  fure  fpeak  to  my  wife. 
My  wife,  my  wife,  what  wife  ?  I  ha  no  wife: 
O  infupportablc  >  O  heavy  hour. 
Methinks  itlhould  be  now  a  hiigeEcclipfe 
Of  Sun  and  Moon,  and  that  the  afinghted  Globe, 
Should  yawn  at  alteration. 

Em.  I  do  befeech  youl  may  fpeak  with  you, — O  good  my  Lord. 
0th,  I  had  forgotten  thee  :  com.e  in  Emillia: 
Soft,  by  and  by  j  let  me  the  curtains  draw.  Enter  Emillia. 

'Where  art  thou    what's  the  matter  with  thee  now  ? 

Em.  O  my  good  Lord,  yonder's  foul  murders  done. 

Oih.  What  >  now  > 

Em,  But  now  my  Lord. 

0$h.  It  is  the  very  error  of  the  Moon, 
She  comes  more  near  the  earth  then  (he  was  wont? 
.And  makes  men  mad. 

Em,  Caffro  my  Lord  has  kil'd  a  young  Venetian^ 
.CaMM  Koderigo, 

0th.  Koderigo  kil'd,  and  Cajfio  kiYd  ? 

Ew.  No  Ca^^o  is  not  kil'd. 

Oih,  Not  CjJJio  kil'd  ?  then  murtheis  out  of  tune. 
And  fweet  revenge  grows  har(h. 

Vef,  O  fali3y,  falHy  murdered. 

Em,  Alas,  what  cry  is  that  ? 

Otk  That, what? 

Em,  Out  and  alas,  it  was  miy  Ladies  voice, 
•Help,  help,  ho  help,  O  Lady  (peak  again. 
Sweet  Vefdimona^  O  fweet  Millrefs  fpeak. 

Vef,  A  guilrlefs  death  I  die. 

Em.  O  who  has  done  this  deed? 

Pe/I  No  body,Imy  felf,  farewel: 
Commend  me  to  my  kind  Lord,  O  farewel.  (he  dks^ 

■0th.  Why  how  (hoiild  (he  bem.urdered? 

Em.  x'Mas,  who  knows  ? 

0th,  You  heard  her  fay,  her  felf,  it  was  not  L 

Em.  She  faid  fo,  I  muft  needs  report  a  truth. 

£)th.  She's  like  a  lyar.gon  to  burning  I  ell. 
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Twasl  that  kilM  her. 
Em,  O,  the  more  Angel  (he, 

And  you  the  blacker  devil. 
0th,  She  turn'd  to  folly,  and  (he  was  a  whore. 
Em,  Thou  doft  bely  her  and  thou  art  a  devilr. 
0/^.  Shewasfalfe'as^ater.- 
Ew.  Thou  art  rafti  as  fire, 

To  fay  that  (he  was  falfe :  O  (he  was  heavenly  true. 
0th,  Cajfjodid  top  her,  ask  thy  husband  elfe, 

0  I  weredamn'd  beneath  all  deph  in  hell. 
But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  juft  grounds 
To  this  extremity,  thy  husband  knew  it  all* 

Em,  My  husband :. 

0th.  Thy  husband. 

Em,  That  (he  was  falfe  to  wedlock  I 

0th,  I,  with  CaJJtd :  nay^  had  (he  bin  true, 
If  heaven  would  make  me  fuch  another  world. 
Of  one  intire  and  perfed  Crifolite, 
rde  not  have  fold  her  for  it. 

Em,  My  hu'^band  ? 

0th,  I,  'twas  he  that  told  me  firfi:  *, 
An  honeft  man  he  is,  and  hates  the  llime 
That  (licks  on  hlthy  deeds. 

Em.  My  husband  ? 

0th,  What  needs  this  iteration  }  woman,  I  fty  thy  husband, 

Em,  Oh  Midrefs,  villany  hafh  made  mocks  with  love: 
My  husband  fay  that  (he  was  falfe  ? 

Otk  He  woman,  I  fay  thy  husband  i  do(^  underhand  the  word 
My  friend,  thy  husband.  hor)e*l,honert  Jago. 

Em,  If  he  fay  fo,  may  his  pcrnicioLis  foul 
Rot  half  a  grain  a  day.i  he  lies  to'th  heart, 
She  was  too  fond  of  her  molt  hkhy  bargain^. 

0th,  Ha? 

Em,  Do  thy  worll  i 
This  deed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  heaven, 
Then  thou  wa(t  worthy  her. 

0th,  Peace,  you  were  bclK  . 

Em,  Thou  hall  not  halt  the  power  to  do  me  harm,. 
As  I  have  to  be  hurt :  O  gull,  O  dolt, 
As  igncyrinc  as  durt  >  thou  hafc  done  a  deed — 

1  care  not  for  thy  fword.  Tie  make  thee  know, . 
Tho  I  lolt  twenty  lives ;  help,  hclp^  O  help  > 
The  Moor  has  kii'd  n:y  Mil; Is, murder,  murder.. 

Enter  Montano,  Gragantio,  Jz^o^aniotlKri. 
Mon,  What  is  the  matter  ?  how  now  General } 
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Em,  O,  are  you  come  J  ago  ?  you  have  done  well, 
That  men  muft  lay  their  murder  on  your  neck. 

Gra.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Em.  Difprove  this  villain,  if  thou  be'ft  a  man  i 
He  fays  thou  toldfi  him  that  his  vi^ife  was  falfe  > 
I  know  thou  did  A  not,  thou  art  not  fuch  a  villain  > 
Speak,  for  my  heart  is  full. 

Jag.  I  told  him  what  I  thought,  and,  told  no  more. 
Then  what  he  found  himfelf  was  apt  and  true. 

Em.  But  did  you  ever  tell  him  (he  was  falfe  ? 

Jag,  I  did. 

Em,  You  told  a  lie,  an  0(3ious  damn'd  lie  y 
Upon  my  foul  a  lie,  a  wicked  lie  '■» 
She  falfe  with  Cafu ,  did  you  fay  with  Cajfto  ? 

Jag.  With  Cajfio  Miftrefs  i  go  to,  charm  your  tongue^ 

Em.  1  will  not  charm  my  tongue,  I  am  bound  to  (peak  > 
^My  Mifirefs  here  lies  murdered  in  her  bed. 

^11,  Oh  heavens  forefend. 

Em.  And  your  reports  have  fet  the  murder  on. 

0th.  Nay,  ftare  not  mafiers,  it  is  true  indeed. 

Gra.  Tis  a  flrange  truth. 

Mon.  G  monftrous  acS  ! 

Em.  Villany,  villany,  villany  i 
'I  think  upon't,  I  t.hink,  I  fmell  a  villany , 
I  thought  fo  then  ^  Tie  kill  my  felf  for  grief, 

0  villany,  villany, 

Jag,  What  are  you  mad  ?  I  charge  you  get  you  home. 

Em.  Good  Gentlemen  let  me  have  leave  to  ("peak  j 
'Tis  proper  I  obey  him,  but  not  now ; 
Perhaps  Jago^l  will  ne'rcgo  home. 

Ofh.  Oh,  ho,  ho.  Otb.  falls  on  the  bfd. 

Em.  Nay,  lay  thee  down,  and  roar, 
For  thou  haft  kill'd  the  fweeteft  innocent 
That  ere  did  lift  up  eye. 

0th,  O  fhe  was  foul : 

1  fcarce  did  know  you  Uncle^  there  lies  your  Niece, 
Whofe  breath  indeed,  thefe  hands  have  newly  ftopt  i 
I  know  this  aft  (hew^s  terrible  and  grim. 

Gr.  Poor  Defdemona^  I  am  glad  thy  father's  dead. 
Thy  match  was  mortal  to  him,  and  pure  grief 
Shore  his  old  thread  in  twain :  did  he  live  now. 
This  iight  would  make  him  do  a  defperate  turn. 
Yea,  curfe  his  better  Angel  from  his  (ide. 
And  fall  to  reprobation. 

0th.  'Tis  pittiful,  but  yet  Jago  knows. 
That  fhe  with  Cafto,  had  the  aft  of  (hame 
A  thoufand  times  committed  i  CaJJjo  confeft  it : 
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And  (he  did  gratifie  his  amorous  works. 
With  that  recognifance  and  pledg  of  love. 
Which  I  firft  gave  her  >  I  faw  it  in  his  hand  f 
It  was  a  handkerchief,  an  antique  token 
My  Father  gave  my  Mother, 

Em.  O  heaven,  O  heavenly  powers. 

Jag.  Come,  hold  your  peace. 

Em.  Twill  out,  'twill  out :  1  hold  my  peace  Sir>  no, 
rie  be  in  fpeaking,  liberal  as  the  north  > 
Let  heaven,  and  men,  and  devils,  kt  'em  all, 
All,  all  cry  (hame  againd  me,  yet  Tie  fpeak. 

Jag.  Be  wife,  and  get  you  home. 

Em,  I  will  not. 

Gra.  Fie,  your  fword  upon  a  woman  ? 

Ew.  O  thou  dull  Moor,  that  handkerchief  thou  fpeak'ft  on, 
I  found  by  fortune,  and  did  give  my  husband : 
For  often  with  a  folemn  earncftnefsi 
("More  then  indeed  belong'd  tofuch  a  trifle,) 
He  beg'd  of  me  to  fteal  it. 

Jag.  Villanous  whore; 

Em.  She  gave  it  Cajfto  ?  no,  alas  I  found  it. 
And  I  did  giv't  my  husband. 

Jag.  Filth,  thou  licft. 

Em.  By  heaven  I  do  not,  I  do  not  Gentlemen, 
O  murderous  Coxcomb !  what  (hould-fuch  a  fool 
Do  with  fo  good  a  woman  ? 

The  Moer  runs  at  Jago.  Jago  kiBs  hU  wife. 

0th.  Are  ^here  no  ftones  in  heaven. 
But  what  ferves  for  the  thunder  ?  pernicious  villain. 

Gra.  The  woman  falls,  fure  he  has  kil'd  his  wife. 

Em.  1, 1,0  lay  me  by  my  Miftrefs  fide.        Exit  Jago* 

Gra.  He's  gone,  but  his  wife's  kil'd. 

Mj»,  'Tis  a  notorious  villain,  take  your  weapon, 
Which  1  have  here  recovered  from  the  Moor  : 
Come,  guard  the  door  without,  let  him  not  pafs, 
But  kill  him  rather I  le  after  that  fame  villain, 
For  'tis  a  damn'd  flavc.  Exit  Mont.  j/i^Gratiano. 

0th.  I  am  not  valiant  neither, 
But  every  puny  whipftcr  gets  my  fword  : 
But  why  ftiould  honour  out-live  honcfty  ? 
Let  it  go  all. 

Em.  What  did  thy  fong  bode  Lady  ? 
Hark,canlt  thou  hear  me  M  will  play  the  Swan, 
And  die  in  mufick  i  vpiUorv^  rvillorp^  mllovcf. 
Moor,  flic  vvas  charT>  fhc  lov'd  the  cruel  Moor, 
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So  come  my  foul  to  blifs,as  I  fpeak  true ;> 


Otk  I  have  another  weapon  in  this  chamber, 
It  is  a  fword  of  Spain^  the  Ifebrooks  temper  : 

0  here  it  is Uncle,  1  muft  come  forth.  Gra, 
Gra.  If  thou  attempt  it,  it  will  coft  thee  deer. 

Thou  haft  no  weapon^  and  perforce  niuft  fuffer. 

0th.  Look  in  upon  me  then,  and  fpeaJi  to  me^. 
Or  naked  asl  am^  I  will  affault  thee, 

Cra,  What  is  the  matter  ? 

0th,  Behold,  1  have  a  weapon, 
A  better  never  did  it  felf  fuftain 
Upon  a  Souldiers  thigh :  1  have  feen  the  day. 
That  with  this  little  arm,  and  this  good  fword, 

1  have  made  my  way  through  more  impediments 
Then  twenty  times  your  flop :  but  O  vain  boaft, 
Who  can  controul  his  fate  ?  'tis  not  fo  now. 

Be  not  affraid,  though  you  do  fee  me  weapon'd  v 
Here  is  my  journies  end,  here  is  my  Butt, 
The  very  fea-mark  of  my  utmoli  fail. 
Do  you  go  back  difmaid  ?  'tis  a  loft  fear, 
Man  but  a  rufh  againft  Othello's  breaft. 
And  he  retires.  Where  (hould  Othello  ^o? 
How  doft  thou  look  now  ?  O  ill-ftar'd  wench, 
Pale  as  thy  fmock  i  when  we  foal!  meet  at  compf, 
This  look  of  thine  will  hurl  my  foul  from  heaven, 
And  hends  will  fnatch  at  it :  cold,  cold,  my  girl, 
Even  like  thy  chaftity ;  O  curfed  flive  ; 
Whip  me  you  devils, 
From  the  pofTeiTion  r  f  this  heavenly  fight. 
Blow  me  about  in  winds,  roaft  me  in  lulphur, 
Walh  mie  in  fteep  down  gulphs  of  liquid  lire  , 
O  JDefdetnona^  Vefdemona  >  dead>  Q)  o,  o. 


Lod.  where  is  this  rafli  and  moft  infortunate  man  ? 

0th,  That's  he  that  was  Othello^htxo.  I  am. 

Lod.  Where  is  that  Viper  ?  bringthe  villain  forth, 

0th,  I  look  down  towards  his  feet,  but  that's  a  fable> 
If  that  thou  be'ft  a  devil  I  cannot  kill  thee. 

Lod,  Wrench  his  fword  from  him, 

Jag,  1  bleed  fir,  but  not  kil'd. 

0th,  I  am  not  forry  neither,  I'de  have  thee  live, 
For  in  my  fenfe  'tis  happinefs  to  die. 

Led.  O  thou  Othello^  that  wert  once  fo  good. 


So  fpeakingas  I  think,  1  die,  1  die. 


Jhe  dies. 


Enter  Lodovico,  Montano?  and  Officers^ 
Caffio  in  a  Chair, 


the  Moor  of  Venice. 

Fain  in  the  pradicc  of  a  dananed  flavc. 
What  (hould  be  faid  to  thee? 

0th.  Why,  any  thing. 
An  honourable  murderer  ifyou  will  > 
For  nought  did  I  in  hate,  but  all  in  honour. 

Lod,  This  wretch  hath  partconfeft  his  villany: 
Did  you  and  heconfentin  Casio's  death  ? 

0th.  I. 

Caf.  Dear  General,  I  did  never  give  you  caufe. 

0th.  I  do  believe  it,  and  I  ask  you  pardon  > 
Will  you  I  pray,  demand  that  demy  devil, 
Why  he  hath  thus  infnar'd  my  foul  and  body  ? 

Jag.  Demand  me  nothing  what  you  know  you  know 
From  this  time  forth  I  never  will  fpeak  word. 

Lod.  What,  not  to  pry  ? 

Gra.  Torments  will  ope  your  lips. 

0th.  Well,  thou  doft  bed. 

Lod.  Sir,  you  (hall  underftand  what  hath  befaln^ 
Which,  as^  I  think  you  know  not :  here  is  a  letter. 
Found  in  the  pocket  of  the  flain  Koderigo  j 
And  here  another  v  the  one  of  them  imports 
The  death  of  Cafro^  to  be.  undertook  by  Koderigo. 

OtL  O  villain. 

Caf,  Moft  heatheniCh,  and  mod  grofs. 

Lod,  Now  here's  another  difcohtentcd  paper, 
Found  in  his  pocket  too,  and  this  it  fecms, 
Koderigo  meant  to  have  fcnt  this  damned  villain, 
But  that  belike,  Jago  in  the  interim 
Came  in,  and  fatistied  him. 

0th.  O  the  pernicious  catiff : 
How  came  you  Cajpo  by  a  handkerchief 
That  was  my  wifes  ?  ^ 

Caf.  I  found  it  in  my  chambers 
And  he  himfclf  confeft  it  but  even  no\v, 
That  there  he  droptit>  for  a  fpecial  purpofc, 
Which  wrought  to  his  defire. 

0th.  O  fool,  fool,  fool. 

Caf.  There  is  befides  in  Koderigoes  letter, 
How  he  obraids  Jago^  that  he  made  him 
Brave  me  upon  the  watch  whereon  it  came, 
That  I  wascatt  >  and  even  but  now  he  fpakc, 
After  long  fccming  dead,  Jago  hurt  him, 
Jagokt  him  on. 

Lod.  You  muft  forfake  this  room,  and  go  with 
Your  power  and  your  command  is  taken  otf. 
And  Cajpo  rules  in  Cyprm :  For  this  flave. 
If  there  be  any  cunning  cruelty, 


7^  0  T  H  E  L  L  i 

That  can  torment  him  much,  and  hold  him  long, 

It  (hall  be  his :  You  (hall  clofc  prifoner  reft. 

Till  that  the  nature^of  your  fault  be  known 

To  theFf;/ff/j;2  State  5  come  bring  him  away. 
Otk  Soft  you,  31  w^ord  or  two  before  you  go  \ 

1  have  done  the  State  fome  fei^ice  and  they  know't  : 

N^o  more  of  that :  I  pray  you  in  your  letters, 

When  you  (hall  thefe  unlucky  deeds  relate, 

Speak  of  me  as  I  am  ?  nothing  extenuate, 

Nor  fet  down  ought  in  malice :  then  you  muft  fpeak. 

Of  one  that  lov'd  not  wifely,  but  too  well  ; 

Of  one  not  eafily  jealous,  but  being  wrought, 

Pcrplcxtinthe  extream:  of  one  whofehand, 

Like  the  hzic  Indian^  threw  a  pearl  away. 

Richer  then  all  his  Tribe:  of  one  whofe  filbdued  eyes, 

Albeit  unufed  to  the  mielting  mood. 

Drop  tears,  as  faft  as  the  Arabian  trees 

Their  medicinal  gum :  Set  you  down  this  i 

And  faybelides,  that  in  Aleppo ODce^' 

Where  a  Malignant  and  a  Turband  T?/r/^. 

Beat  a  Venctian^diwd  traduc'd  the  State  j 

I  took  bi'th  throat  the  circumcifed  dog, 

And  fmote  him  thus.  He ftahs  hiwfelf, 

Lod,  O  bloody  period. 
Gra,  All  that's  fpokc  is  mar'd, 
0th,  I  kift  thee  ere  I  kild  thee,  noiway  but  this. 

Killing  my  felf,  to  die  upon  a  kifs.  He  dies, 

Caf,  This  did  I  fear,  but  thought  he  had  no  weapon, 
For  he  was  great  of  heart. 

Lod,  O  Spartanedog^ 
More  fell  then  anguifh,  hunger,  or  the  Sea. 
Look  on  the  tragick  lodging  of  this  bed, 
This  is  thy  work  y  the  objed  poifons  fight. 
Let  it  be  hid ;  Gratiano^  keep  the  houfe, 
And  feize  upon  the  fortunes  of  the  Moor, 
For  they  fucceed  to  you :  To  you  Lord  Governour, 
Remains  the  fenfure  of  this  hellifti  villfifi. 
The  time,  the  place,  the  torture  j  O  enforce  it. 
My  felf  w  ill  ftrait  aboard,  and  to  the  State, 
This  heavy  adt  with  heavy  heart  relate.       Exeunt  omnes. 


F  I  N  I  S. 
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